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Editorial 
Self-Development 
TIME takes his toll of us, and before we know it our best years have cr.ept by 
quietly, or rushed by vigorously as the case 
may be, so that very suddenly we find that 
we have grown old. The constant cry of 
discontent arises as noisily as ever from the 
earth, but it is a disconnect.ed incoherent 
cry, which quietens as we are satisfied 
momentarily. . \Ve all want something but 
we do not know what we want, so that we 
strive after things and take a thousand 
roundabout ways to get them. One thing 
we all know, that we must not waste time, 
and with that knowing arises the question , 
"What is wasting time?" Are we to take 
the hours as they come, each one a gift in 
itself, enjoying them with the vigor of a 
sunny pagan spirit, or are we to "see life 
steadily and see it whole," a sad but 
reasoned thing to do, taking something of 
the elasticity out of life. Most of us com­
promise, endeavouring to remember the 
future, but every now and then forgetting. 
The forgetting itself is God-like and glorious 
enough unless we forget too long when 
Retribution stalks down upon us and exacts 
he·r penance, never a light one. On.e thing is 
certain, not only do we pay · for the things 
that we do, but for the things that we do 
not do. Repentance for the former is apt to 
be tinged with defiance and a certain wilful 
pleasure, the latter is but the bitter fruit 
of wasted years. No character in the bible 
was treated so scornfully as was the foolish 
servant who took the talent his lord gave 
him and buri.ed it so carefully. He was 
ignominiously passed by, given no more 
work to do, consigned to the oblivion in­
habited by those of no account. 
It is our business to live and to develop 
Qur talents, and if we neglect them they will 
turn traitor and desert us. If we do not take 
the time to love things, we lose the power 
to love them; if we do not make ourselves 
think, we · will find ourselves without 
thoughts . The University should send us 
out into th.e world with a mental equipment 
strong enough and lively enough to enable 
us to grapple with the problems of the 
world. It is not learning we want, but rather 
the knowledge of how to use our minds and 
a judgment clear enough to determine the 
value of men's opinions. \Ve are here in a 
chaotic century confused with the tag-ends 
of old beliefs and the str~1ggling births of 
new beliefs, and it b.ehoves us to do some 
of the so rting, giving our support to what 
seems worthy of it. I quote a passage from 
the letter to the Editor published in last 
" Galmahra," and draw attention to its 
truth, " the avoidance of strenuous think­
ing." Do most of us think enough-do some 
of us ever think at all? \V.e wait until a 
prophet comes to lead us or a fanatic starts 
his preaching before we turn lazily to listen. 
A day of strife is better than a century of 
sleep, and it is better to be too enthusiastic 
about a creed than to have no creed at all. 
It is our duty, more especially it is the 
duty of University students, to know what 
their opinions are and see that these 
op1111ons, tried and considered, become 
known to others. "Galmahra " means "the 
spokesman of the tribe," and yet it speaks 
for a very small portion of the tribe. Can 
it be that the tribe has no opinions? 
If we were in the habit of burning people 
for their principles, wh.ere would be our 
martyrs to-day? The stake has lost its attrac­
tion and the victims their former energy. 
The reaction has set in-we may preach 
and talk undisturbed, we may pray to any 
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dtity we please, we may expound our 
theories, write, counsel, suggest, persuade as 
we please. The yearning pages of this maga · 
zine await our confidences. Nothing more 
dangerous than another's voice will be 
raised against us-but we do not brave 
even that weapon, for our lives have be­
come too complicated, and we are sunk too 
deep in this frenzy-modern life. Hodgson 
tells us that 
"God loves the idle rainbow 
As much as labouring seas," 
but we think that this must be only in His 
Jess just moments. 
If we are not given tongues to speak 
there are other ways of expressing ourselves 
- through our work and through our in­
terests. There is no lasting satisfaction other 
than self-expression and self-developmen.t, 
though there are various different kinds of 
these things. They alone are built on firm · 
foundations, and no one is less happy than 
the man who has wasted his abilities. 
SUB-ED. 
NOON 
'l'hey all had gone beyond the trees, 
The others, one by one. The breeze 
Had sunl<: bewildered in the heat 
And Margaret had heard their feet 
Hushed on the thicl<: and yellowed grass 
Fall quietly, then more quietly pass; 
And the vague bush grew hot and still 
And stifling - not a creek or hill, 
But spaces dull with green and brown 
And .dead charred branches hanging down 
In tangled thickets. Lying there 
With half-shut eyes and outspread hair, 
To Margaret it seemed that she 
vVas swinging in Infinity, 
By gentle hands that lulled her there 
In endless empty worlds of air . . . . 
Then sharply, like a stabbing pain, 
A strange fear leapt within her brain ­
Fear of the bush so sombre hued, 
Fear of that one vast solitude, 
Fear thus to find herself grow less 
Beside an aching loneliness ­
While sullen darkness hid the day 
And closed upon her where she lay . 
Shrill through the branches overhead 
A shrieking parrot, green and red, 
Shattered the silence. Suddenly 
Faint movement ran from tree to tree, 
Millions of ants resumed their tread, 
A sun-dazed lizard turned its head, 
The breeze awoke, the shadows stirred, 
'l'he plumag-e of a restless bird 
Shone in the sun: the sk~' swung clear, 
And Margaret wondered at her fear, 
And strove to build, with toil and pain, 
Her small importance once again. 
J.M.H. 
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Bertram Dillon Steele 
AN event took place in the life of the 
University of Queensland at the end of 
last academic yea r which should not be al­
lowed to pass without special notice. This was 
the resignation of Professor Bertram Dillon 
Steele, D.Sc., F.R.S., F.I.C., from the Chair 
of Chemistry, which he had occupied with 
marked distinction since the founding of 
the University. Now, owing to ill-health 
caused by unceasing application to his 
duties, he has been forced to retire from 
active work. 
Fortunately, however, by bestowing the 
honour of Emeritus Professor on Dr. Steele 
our University has been able to maintain 
a link with one of its most devoted and 
respected servants. We would take this op­
portunity to put on r.ecord something of 
what Dr. Steele has done. 
Commencing his studies at the University 
of Melbourne, Steele graduated with First 
Class Honours in 1899. His brilliant record 
as an undergraduate gained for him an im­
mediate appointment as Acting Professor 
of Chemistry in Adelaide. 
Very soon he was awarded an Exhibition 
of 1851 Scholarship and proceeded to Lon­
don. The attainment of this Scholarship is 
universally regarded by scientists as a high 
distinction, since it stamps the holder as a 
man of quality and usually leads him on to 
greater achievements. The Scholarship has 
been held by Sir Ernest Rutherford and 
others in high scientific posts. 
Steele fir st worked in the University Col­
lege with Ramsay. Here he assisted in 
Ramsay's own private work-a valuable 
privilege, offered to none but the best of 
workers. Steele also worked in Abegg'~ 
laboratory at Breslau. He was granted an 
extension of his scholarship, another honour 
granted only to a limited number of holders 
showing exceptional ability. 
Dr. Steele's next appointment was to the 
Staff of McGill University, Montreal, and 
then to the Heriot-Watt College, Edinburgh. 
It was during this period that he carried out 
his physico-chemical researches in connec­
tion with Solution Theory, upon which sub­
ject he is considered an authority. 
With this sound chemical training Dr. 
Steele returned to Australia in 1905 to join 
the Staff of Melbourne University. It was 
from this position that he was appointed 
to the Chair of Chemistry in Brisbane as a 
Foundation Professor in the 191 I session. 
One can well imagine the tremendous 
organising work required of those who 
started our University and brought it up 
to its present standard. Among these, Dr. 
Steele was always to the fore. As the first 
President of the Board of Faculties he set 
about organising the new in stitution as well 
as organising, equipping, and performing 
professorial duties in the Chemistry De­
partment. We who have met the man only 
in these latter years can well appreciate his 
ability to undertake this tremendous task, 
and knowing him, do not wonder at the 
great success he has achieved. 
Last year, when the Chemistry Section 
of the Australian and New Zealand Associa­
tion for the Advancement of Science met in 
the University Chemistry Department in 
Brisbane all our leading scientists joined to 
congratulate Dr. Steele upon his great work 
for Queensland. The large School of 
Chemistry and Applied Chemistry so 
soundly established must continue to 
nourish and will ever owe an infinite debt 
cf gratitude to its first professor. 
Amongst the students it was always con­
sidered a great opportunity and an in­
valuable privilege to be in association with 
one of such scientific standing and to study 
chemical problems under one who had such 
a profound and authoritative knowledge. 
That his teaching has borne fruit is evi­
denced by the fact that of late years two of 
Professor Steele's own pupils distinguished 
themselves by becoming 1857 Exhibition 
Scholars. 
Such achieveme.nts as these would be 
sufficient to warrant our praise, but Dr. 
Steele has done more. His activities outside 
the University are well known . 
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During the years of the Great War, Dr. 
Steele was on the headquarter's staff of 
the Department of Explosive Supply, Lon­
don. I-le was personally responsible for the 
design, organisation and superintendence of 
the large Synthetic Phenol factory at Elles­
mere Port, near Liverpool. At the close of 
the war his employees, desiring to show 
their affection and esteem made a presenta­
tion. At Dr. Steele's suggestion, this took 
the form of a cup-the Steele Cup, competed 
for annually in Inter-Faculty Sport at the 
University of Queensland. For this and 
many other such thoughtful acts the 
students will ever remember him. 
His war work finished, Dr. Steele returned 
to Brisbane. Very soon he was elected 
Fellow of the Royal Society for his pub­
lished research work. 
His most important public work for 
Queensland apart from academic duties wa~ 
in connection with prickly pear eradication. 
As a result of his activities a research station 
was established at Dulacca , where the 
Arsenic Pentonide Poison was developed. 
He was also instrumental in effecting the 
introduction of the cochineal insect, which 
has cleared considerable areas. After the 
war, as Chairman of the Prickly Pear Com­
mission (1923), Dr. Steele helped to lay the 
foundations of the work which has since 
proceeded with such marked success. 
This brief account will serve to show Dr. 
Steele as a man of many parts. However, 
such extensive and sustained activity could 
not be carried on without great personal 
sacrifice. These years of unremitting toil , 
especially during the war, have had their 
effect. Of late years Dr. Steele's health has 
been failing and he has now been forced to 
retire from active work. 
However, his is a great work well done. 
We trust that he may continue to give of 
his knowledge and experience for many more 
years to come. The work which he has done 
for our Empire, our State, and our Uni­
versity will stand, and his influence will 
continue to be felt. Those of us who have 
been under him will ever think of him as 
a sound and learned scholar, a much es­
teemed and valued friend, and as fine a 
gentleman as we ever hope to meet. 
A.l.F.M. 
The Unreasonableness of Reasonable Theory 
J FIND that as I increase in wisdom and 
stature, my interpretations of events hap­
pening in the world and of things existing 
in the world are becoming not advanced 
but retrogressive. My ideas are not tending 
to rank in the cold high regions of modern 
thought, but rather in the warm low region s 
of mediaeval magic. For instance, 1 am 
aware of the challenge of Naturalism in 
such forms as English Humanism and Rus­
sian Bolshevism , the former with its idea 
that ultimate truth will be given by physical 
science, and the latter with Marx's con­
ception of the fundamental importance of 
the economic influence on human life. I 
understand these philosophies and I do not 
believe them. Moreover, I understand why 
I do not believe them, and, to me, the reason · 
is clear. 
To believe them, to be convinced of the 
truth of their several interpretations of life's 
purpose and life's laws, I have to subdue 
my intellect and become emotional; or, 
what is a very similar process, I have to 
become emotional, and then use my intel­
lect to provide reasonable excuses for the 
creation of those emotions. 
Whenever I read articles or, as is more 
often the case, listen to people expounding 
these so-called principles, I am reminded 
irresistibly of a certain law in physics which 
explains in a simple way the effect of en­
vironmental changes on gases. But this law 
only holds over a relatively small period of 
change, and for large periods is inaccurate. 
Since its enunciation it has been twice 
amended, and still its prophecies do not 
conform to fact. The simplicity of a law 
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does not mean that it is the correct summary 
of the facts. However, it is a good enough 
basis for hypothesis, provided the change 
of environment, such as external pressure, 
is not large. Now the simple principles of 
naturalism can be compared to the simple 
laws of phsical science. One relates environ­
mental change to human action, the other 
to material action. Both endeavour to relate 
cause and effect. But there is one outstanding 
difference, namely, the magnitude of the 
environmental change. No one will disagree 
with me, when I say that the change affect­
ing human life is large, and constantly 
differing in kind. The change is not only 
one of degree, but one of quality. The condi­
tions by which human life is moulded. 
according to the holders of naturalism, are 
in a constant state of flux. By analogy with 
physical laws it seems to suggest that a 
simple relation between a man and his sur­
roundings, such as that underlying the 
economic interpretation of history, will not 
stand the test of wider or deeper experience 
of human nature. This, of course, is not 
meant as a proof of the falsity of naturalism, 
but only as a suggestive warning to those 
whose love of simplicity is the outcome of 
simplicity of mind. 
But when I find myself becoming swayed 
by powers of passion and emotion, and yet 
having the full and free use of my intellect, 
I know that the universe and I are striving 
to reach each other's consciousness ; I know 
that if I am patient, a glimpse of truth may 
be given me. Then I !aught at the holders 
of heresies like Humanism, knowing that 
these are theories born of the conceit of 
mankind, the offspring of minds which have 
lost the perspective of the world in which 
they live. To me it seems that unless the 
reasonable is coupled with the unreasonable, 
the intellect with the passions, no view of 
life or interpretation of any result of human 
endeavour can escape distortion. For in­
stance, witness a tree growing in a field. 
The physical scientist recognises in the tree 
certain abstract qualities common to all 
things, such as height, velocity, as applied 
to growth or transformation, and so on. 
Similarly, the biologist recognises certain 
concrete qualities in the tree such as flower-
structure, which relates the tree to a group 
of trees possessing a similar structure. But 
a tree is far more than all this. 
A tree symbolises an idea, a purpose im­
pressed upon the universe. It grows-the 
question how will be probably postponed 
for solution until many scientific genera­
tions have passed away ; but the question 
why? That does not lie with reason, for the 
latter only recognises the means by which 
things are done, and can never realise the 
most important part, namely, the end which 
the means achieve. 
Consider the idea of beauty. I call a 
verse of poetry beautiful when the idea of 
the writer has been so truly moulded in 
language that the idea is revealed faithfully 
and clearly to the reader. Of course, I as­
sume that the idea itself is a clear one. 
Extending this conception further, I call a 
scene in nature, such as a sunset, beautiful , 
when it expresses to me clearly and faithfully 
the idea I feel underlying all things. The 
sceptic, thinking at this point that I have 
abused the politeness of his patience quite 
enough, will cry out, saying, " all ideas, 
and yours especially, which you think under­
lie the stones, sticks and stars, are illusions 
of the first magnitude." If they are, then 
for my sake, I ask him to prove his case, 
since reason is the handle of his scepticism, 
or in some way to show me their discord 
with r.eality. 
Sometimes, as the afternoon is becoming 
merged into night shadows, a strange sense 
of expectancy streams through my whole 
being. The quiet cloisters, the mist-hidden 
boundaries of the quadrangles, the cheer­
ful glow of lamps, which, with rich reflec­
tion , resurrect the cold dead bricks into the 
sympathy of life. and emphasise their 
sombre contrast with the ebony of the roof 
shadows. All these possess, and heighten in 
me, the feeling of dramatic climax which 
grips me. On some occasions when I leave 
the Lab. rather late, I would not be sur­
prised to see the devil standing in the middle 
of the dim and studious way. I do not mean 
that I should see the hoofed and horned 
celebrity. It might only be the way the sun 
glinted on the stones, or the look on some­
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one's face, or the hollowness of a laugh or 
a feeling of evil melancholy, rising like a 
wane and submerging and paralysing all 
thought. It would be like a purposeless and 
ugly gash defacing the great work of an 
artist, a streak of discord in a great harmony. 
Some time ago, I was walking hurriedly 
from the library to the south entrance, and, 
as I neared the cloister end, I paused and 
stopped to look at the sunset, for beauty 
"crucified my eyes." And I gazed upon the 
long thin flames of colour, framed by soft­
lighted mist; and to the left, and beyond, 
was the calm metallic blue of the sky, sharp­
Iined by the living wood-:cut of the trees: 
and upon all shone its mystic light so that 
the buildings, and the long lines of cloisters 
and the grass quadrangles were welded into 
a harmony of expression. And, as I gazed, 
I felt this harmony, this unity of all things, 
calling to me, so that my whole being 
strained to catch the slow sound of its voice; 
and I knew, as I strove to unravel the mys­
tery, that I was fighting against dulness and 
FINIS 
Slow turned the world towards the dying fire 
That gleamed sole star in the black void of 
night 
\Vhere once there shone a myriad points of 
light 
And all the spheres ranged in a golden choir. 
Stalked Death and Desolation to the pyre 
That men had heaped in their last, desperate 
fight, 
Stark mourners, they repented them the sight 
Forgetting once their ancient-standing ire. 
One man remained, one man the morning 
woke; • 
Last of his tribe, he rested by a hill 
Whence flowed a stream whose waters he 
had quaffed, 
More sweet than nectar that the Gods distil; 
He, when the morning of the last day broke, 
Looked long upon the blasted sun . . . and 
laughed. 
" JUNIUS." 
apathy and half-belief, for a glimpse of 
truth. I was like a man in a desert in sight 
of a well, who struggles against the heavy 
sand and his own weakness, so that he may 
reach the water. Before me a living idea 
had created itself, and as the equal mount­
ing summits of hope and despair grew, a 
peace came upon me and I understood. 
The sceptic smiles (imleed he has been 
smiling for some time now) and remarks 
with the weary patience of the very intelli­
gent, "The man is living in the middle ages 
-this is the modern age, the age of 
machines. A good cold bath of reality will 
cure his fever." Let him smile: he only has 
this one joy in life, the joy of sneering at 
life, his own included. Perhaps he can 5neer 
at his own sneering? I don't know, nor care 
for that matter. Perhaps he will even laugh, 
when I say that, in the understanding of 
that mystic moment, I also understood that 
I shou Id never wholly understand. 
University of Reading Magazine. M.P.R. 
SONG 
I read a tale of lovers, 
Lo! and I think of thee 
You are the lady fair, 
And I , Knight Debonair. 
0 why, why must I dream, 
For such can n ever be. 
Some trembling serenade 
Comes softly unto me . 
And in the plucked string 
To thee my heart doth sing. 
0 why, why must I dream,· 
For such can never be. 
S.L.R. 
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Travels on the Tableland 
Cairns. 
ON a blue day as you come into Cairns, you see it lying, a vague blur of white 
roofs against the range. The dull grey-green 
of the mangroves edge the line of yellow 
sand which marks the harbour, and beyond 
that are the far-away magical mountains 
and the deep dreamless sky. On the wharf, 
you are conscious of a faint sweet sickly 
smell, mixed with the tang of salt and the 
w:k of tar. It is the sugar cane, somebody 
explains to you, stored in big rooms behind 
you, sugar cane from the rich cane lands of 
Gordon vale. 
You drive through the wide sandy streets, 
where small boys ride in their billy-goat 
carts, and a very cosmopolitan population 
goes about its business. You notice, even 
while you drive-Italians, Russians, Finns, 
Chinese, tanned Australians, and red-faced 
English boys. The houses are high up-like 
doll's houses on stilts, and every garden is 
bright with reds and greens and yel lows, 
and variegated coastal plants. 
Along the Esplanade, where the tide has 
gone out, leaving long stretches of grey­
brown mud, tall supple palm-trees bend to 
the wind. This seems to be the only place 
where it is cool. Elsewhere the intense sun­
light dances in shimmering lines along the 
blue pavements, and pale-faced children lag 
wearily home from school. The shower in 
your hotel is lukewarm, and you are hot 
again as soon as you have got out. You 
swear that had you known that the heat 
was as bad as this you would never have 
been induced to come, but at about five 
o'clock a sea breeze springs up and your 
annoyance cools with your person. 
Along the coast from Cairns, lies Double 
Island Point, a popular seaside resort for 
the north , and so-called because off the 
mainland lies a double island in the form 
of two small pieces of land joined together 
by a narrow neck. The vegetation is tropical 
and luxurious cocoanut palms, jackarandas, 
pointsiannas, tamarin , and mango trees 
all grow together , and bear, and flower, 
in unstudied profusion, so that you feel that 
you have somehow wandered into a garden 
of plenty where you could live for ever, 
knowing no toil. 
Before you the sea runs foaming against 
a sweep of golden sand, and behind you it 
runs silently and placidly into a small bay. 
A good road runs from Cairns to Double 
Island, and the cars crowd there in the 
week-ends. 
The Range Road. 
If you are wise, you leave Cairns in the 
early morning before the sun and the mos­
quitoes have had time to do their worst. A 
wonderful road takes you over the ranges 
to the tableland, and the traffic on this road 
is one-way, so that you set out to catch the 
six o'clock gate. You leave behind you 
beautiful tropical Cairns, rattle across 
numerous little bridges, in between the wide 
green fields of cane, pass the gate, and begin 
to climb, while the road twists and turns 
upwards like a corkscrew. 
Looking back, you see it lying like a white 
scar on the green hillside. On one side, and 
sometimes on both, there is a sheer terrible 
drop, and you shudder to think that one 
turn of the wheel could send you over the 
edge and down that awful rocky precipice. 
Still the road goes up. You stop the car 
where a stream trickles down between big 
boulders of granite, and get water for the 
boiling engine. On again. The mist is rolling 
away. The air is no longer oppressive-it 
is light and cool and exhilarating. Here you 
are at the summit, while one of the most 
beautiful views in At:stralia lies spread out 
before you. 
If it is a clear day, you can see the line 
of the sea, the roofs which mark Cairns, and 
along the coast the farms and canefields, 
the banana plantations, brown squares of 
ploughed soil, and green of cane, and the 
more brilliant green of orange trees. All 
round you the hills roll away to the sky, 
and far below through a shrouding of green 
runs the thread of the Mulgrave River. 
There is still mi~t floating low in the 
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lap of the hill s, but already the sun has 
spread its fingers along the higher ridges, 
gilding them all with splendour. 
The road falls a little now and passes 
through pockets of damp sc rub. On both 
sides there are walls of timber, green and 
thick with leaves, and festooned with vines. 
Parrots flash across the road shrieking dis­
cordantly, flaunting their brilliant feathers, 
red and green and yellow. Everywhere is 
the aromatic earthy smell of the scrub. Then 
the second gate is passed, the scrub gives 
way to open grassed country, and here you 
are on the Tableland. 
The grass is very green, the roads are 
very red, the sun is mild and warm. Here 
and there in the paddocks lie big burnt logs, 
fallen kings of the forest, and the grass 
grows round them where they lie, and is 
cropped appreciatively by gentle-eyed sleek­
hided Jersey cattle. It is all very symbolic 
of man's victory over '.'Jature as he turns 
her fertility to good account. 
From M alanda to Atherton. 
As the car slips out of Malanda's one 
and only street, little spirals of red dust 
rise into the air. The sky is blue, very, very 
blue; arching lightly over the green country­
side. We leave Malanda behind, a small 
group of corrugated iron roofs, and rattle 
across a loose-boarded bridge which fords a 
shallow brown creek, where water weeds 
make long quivering shadows. 
Up and down the road curves, between 
paddocks deep with corn. It is nearly four 
o'clock, and here and there along the road 
come school children on their ponies, bare­
footed, freckled, sometimes as many as three 
on one small pony. They scatter obediently 
at our honk, and soon we pass the school 
itself, complete with swing and tank and 
garden. We pass through Kureen and Tula 
and Peeramon-small places all very much 
alike, all once native gathering places and 
native named. Here is a bullock waggon re­
turning laden from the scrub. The waggons 
have to go a long way for timber now. We 
draw aside to let it pass, while the driver 
curses and cracks his whip and the bullocks 
strain with lolling tongues and slavering 
jaw~. 
The paddocks are getting smoother and 
clearer, and against the blue of the distant 
mountains stand black and white spars stiff 
and silent. 
Here and there runs a creek, with its 
banks of crumbling soil, scarlet and over­
grown with ferns, the brown water flows 
placidly half-choked with cunjaboi and 
watercress. 
We come to Yungaburra; with its saw­
mills and its hotel and its tourists. The 
eastern ·road leads you to Lake Barrine, 
where it lies in the scrub, jewel-like and 
inviting on so hot a day. From there you 
follow the road down the range again, and 
to Cairns-a good road, too, smooth and 
inviting, which goes on from Yungaburra 
in the opposite direction, to Atherton, the 
largest town in the tableland. 
We speed a little on this smooth white 
road, through a patch of scrub, with timber 
rising gracefully on either side of us, and 
the sun splashing the road and the wild 
tobacco bushes. We are out again into 
cleared country. There is corn all around 
us, and many an industrious farmer from 
the edge of his crop turns to watch us pass. 
Another creek-where a blackfellow stands 
patiently, fish-spear in hand, and a black 
woman watches a half-clad baby on her hip. 
How strange to stand like that waiting for 
your next meal! 
The farms grow more distinct, here is one 
well laid out, Iucerne oats, corn, cow-cane, 
grass, green in all its colours, in perfect 
squares and furrows: The corn grows higher 
yet on either side of the road. The moun­
tains loom nearer, they are the Herberton 
Range, and here Atherton lies in a semi­
circle of hills, and lies very peacefully in 
the afternoon sunshine. Long, long shadows 
lie across her cultivated lands, and the well 
ordered regularity of the squares of land, 
red and brown and green and almost purple, 
give a vivid appearance of prosperity. 
High up above Atherton in the hills is 
perched the little mining town of Herberton, 
once the scene of a great activity, now a 
sombulent white-streeted place noted for its 
climate and its schools, and very picturesque 
with its gullies and its shadows and its 
July, 1931 GALMAHRA Page Eleven 
houses, perched precariously on the edge 
of the hills. Beyond 1-!erberton is Raven­
sho.e, where the Tully Falls are set in the 
midst of the Evelyn Tableland. The railway 
runs down from Ravenshoe through 1-!erber­
ton to Atherton, and from Atherton through 
Mareeba, with its meatworks, and Kuranda , 
with its falls, to Cairns again. 
l;he train trip up from Cairns to Kuranda 
is marvellously beautiful. The line winds 
around the gorge~, and far below in pools 
and cascades and shining sheets of water 
you watch the river. It falls at Kuranda, a 
shimmering, broken mass of water, catching 
the stray sunlight in the dark valley and 
transforming it into rainbows. The green 
of the wooded sides of the ravines is broken 
here and there by the scarlet of a flame 
tree, or a flowering cascara, dripping 
yellow. 
As you go through the north the spirit 
of the north goes with you-familiar, hos­
pitable, talkative, and some of that goes 
with you when you leave it, intermingled 
with a memory of unmatched splendour of 
scenery and vividness of colouring. 
J.M .1-1. 
A Marriage of Inconvenience 
"L' FE," observed Bertie Finchworth, as 
mournfully and despairingly, he evis­
cerated an oyster pate, " is full of disap~ 
pointments, and (pausing in the work 
of destruction to observe the hotel dining 
room) Gerald Berkeley is a disappointed 
man." 
" Elucidate," said 1, for I was in no mood 
to attempt to follow the dizzy swoopings, 
characteristic of Bertie's processes of 
thought. 
" Laziness," he remarked, " in any but 
one's self, is much to be deplored. But since 
you seem to expect it I will condescend to 
an explanation, with the just hope that it 
will give you acute indigestion. Dinners and 
explanations go ill together." 
"Go on," I replied, "don't try to justify 
yourself. You would have told me all about 
it in any case." 
" Mania," he continued, after a pause in 
which he had tried unsuccessfully to think 
of a suitable riposte, "has always been one 
of the more notable characteristics of the 
Berkeley family. They are very ancient; so 
old, in fact, that decay set in several cen­
turies ago. In the more recent descendants , 
of course, it is much more noticeable, an-::! 
each provides-take Gerald for instance --­
an interesting example of how far putrescence 
can advance in the living organism. Mad­
ness has been but one of several manifesta­
tions of the Berkeley decadence. It has not 
even been the most outstanding. 1 ndeed 
many of their intimates have come to look 
on it as a virtue and to respect those mem­
bers of the family who exhibited the 
symptoms, at least it kept them from prac­
tising the more revolting forms of vice. l::Sut 
if it is not the most remarkable, at any rate 
it has the merit of constancy. It recurs 
regularly, rarely missing a generation, <i .1li 
when any member of the family does any­
thing extraordinary this skeleton emerges 
from the Berkeley cupboard to shoulder the 
blame. But by now the poor thing's frame 
is noticeably bent. When an eighteenth cen­
tury Berkeley, who followed the family pro­
fession of politics, killed his brother who 
displayed the family trait by remonstrating 
with the politician for the too open receipt 
of bribes, a jury (of his peers, needless to 
say) brought in a verdict of justifiable homi­
cide. But later on, when, in a fit of pique, 
the same unfortunate individual poisoned 
his cook, at that time the most accomplished 
in Europe, it was generally felt to be un­
pardonable and he had to be placed under 
restraint. Hubert Berkeley, Gerald's grand­
father, employed his leisure with the not 
unprofitable promotion of companies, till 
an unfortunate error of judgment revealed 
that the companies were bogus. Business 
acquaintance at once jumped to the obvious 
conclusion, murmuring, 'Ah! the old 
Berkeley failing," and seized the opportunity 
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of pointing out to sons and heirs the neces­
sity for keeping their wits about them in 
the world of commerce. Hubert fled to Aus­
tralia, but the scope offered to a man of his 
gifts was at that time small. His mania be­
came suicidal, and after several unskilful 
attempts on his life, in the failure of which 
it pleased him to observe the restraining 
hand of Providence saving him for greater 
things, he atempted a repentance. Under 
the stress of so unusual an exercise his heart 
failed him and death followed rapidly on 
this sudden collapse. His son, remembering 
the family profession and profiting by his 
father's experience, was returned to Parlia­
ment and eventually, by the judicious mis­
use of public funds, to affluence. And only 
recently at a ripe old age he died the ordinary 
death of a highly respected citizen. Success­
ful malpractice invariably makes perfect." 
"An enchanting family," I murmured, 
"apparently nothing in their lives became 
them like the leaving of them. I did nut 
think that, apart from myself, any man 
could have so many relations whose death 
seemed to be the most admirable part of 
their careers. " 
" My sentiments exactlY.," said Bertie. 
"The only relations a man should permit 
himself sho.uld be purely diplomatic, 
mythical brothers returning after years of 
absence, with whom one can protect one's 
self from importunate hostesses; or sisters 
of convenience on whom one can lavish an 
unbrotherly affection. Apart from these re­
lations were meant only to be severed. Really 
one of the attractions of matrimony would 
be the pleasure to be gained from adding to 
one's private index expurgatorius." 
" But Gerald Berkeley is intensely proud 
of his family. And it has always been his 
most earnest hope that he will prove a true 
son of his house. In his younger days, with 
a courage with which I was not at first able 
to credit him he delved into the Berkeley 
records, and absorbed with the utmost joy 
that horrid calendar of crime, until the 
family tradition was strong within him . To 
this he added an education even more hap· 
hazard than that usually provided by his 
school and University. After a dip into 
psychology, a plunge into medicine, he 
emerged with the stickier knowledge sup· 
plied by such studies ad'heriog closely to his 
mind. All of it served his purpose by con­
vincing him, though it was scarcely neces­
sary, that slowly but very surely he was 
going mad. Of cours.e he was wrong. He 
was mad already. For further proof, if you 
want it, he used to come and tell me all 
about it. I don't know why he came to me. 
Perhaps it was because he felt that I was 
the only one who understood him properly. 
All his friends us.ed to tell him that he was 
as sane as they were, a doubtful assurance 
if he had only the sense to see it. But I 
was the only one who really sympathised. 
I always told him he was getting worse, 
and i1; cheered him up immensely. Finally, 
such was the respect I had inspired, he came 
to me for advice." 
"That," said I, speaking from bitter ex­
perience, ':was the crowning imbecility." 
"There is no need to be rude," said Bertie. 
" But to resume our discourse, Gerald was 
extremely worried. He is the only member 
of the family, the last of his distinguished 
line. And at this time it distresses him 
'Jeeply to think that there was no one to 
support him in his declining years, no one 
who would restrain him with all gentleness 
and keep him in a discreet background when 
he became completely unhinged. Of course, 
he could easily have afforded to retire to 
a private asylum, but that was not what he 
wanted. 'Imagine,' he used to complain, 
' being delivered over to a keeper, placed in 
the care of doctors, bullied by case-hardened 
nurses. Of course, I shan't know it, but the 
thought of it depresses me, my days have 
been quite spoiled ever since the idea oc­
curred to me. Besides it will mean complete 
extinction, and a Berkeley can't live or die, 
for that matter, unnoticed.'" 
" Out of common humanity I made a great 
effort to help him, and after some little 
thought I arrived at the only solution of 
his difficulty. He must marry. He did not 
at first appear to regard my suggestion with 
any enthusiasm. But when I pointed out 
the enormous advantages of wch a course 
he was completely dazzled by the brilliance 
of the idea. An efficient wife would care for 
him devotedly and would interpose herself 
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between him and the callousness of hire­
lings. Moreover, he would not be forgotten. 
Wherever his wife went she would be pointed 
out as 'That poor Mrs. Berkeley who is 
married to mad Gerald Berkeley," and 
over flowing afternoon teacups he and his 
family would be freshly remembered, with 
numerous addenda inspired by the moment." 
" He was enraptured by my sugestion, 
and proceeded to applaud me in a speech 
which would rapidly have exhausted his 
stock of complimentary adjectives had he 
been able to continue. But in the middle of 
a particularly involved period from which 
he could not possibly have extricated him­
self grammatically he was pulled up abruptlj' 
by the thought that he must find a suitable 
woman. I was prepared for this. Almost 
simultaneously with the idea for the salva­
tion of Gerald there had occurred to me 
the name of Mrs. Cornford. She is one of 
my numerous female acquaintances. The 
fruit of her marriage is her widowhood, 
solaced by the large fortune bequeathed by 
her late husband and daughters so numerous 
that I always lose count after the fourth. 
Her object in life is to marry them off, and 
it was in this connection that I first met 
her. She had fixed on me as one of the vic­
tims. I was invited to dinners, to dances, to 
theatre parties, the nobility of the family 
connections was related to me, and the 
daughters were made to display themselves 
before me till I felt that I was at a stud 
cattle sale. However, I resisted all the as­
saults until a marked coldness grew up be­
tween us. Still the effort had involved her in 
so much expense that I always considered 
that I owed Mrs. Cornford something, and 
here I found a way to pay her back. Besides 
constancy should never go unrewarded, and 
her pursuit had been diligent even if it had 
proved distinctly monotonous. So it was 
with a strong sense of moral exaltation that 
I introduced Gerald to the Cornford family.'" 
"To have someone really intent on marry­
ing one of them was an experience so com­
pletely novel to the Cornford family that 
momentarily I feared that they would fail 
under the shock. But my fears proved 
groundless and they rallied nobly to the 
attack. Man is reputed to propose and God 
to dispose, but Mrs. Cornford had disposed 
of one of her progeny long before Gerald 
had actually come to the point of proposing. 
In an almost indecently short space of time 
the unblushing bride was being given away 
by a paternal uncle, which rather unneces­
sary piece of duplication might have been 
omitted from their wedding ceremony, and 
Gerald was provided with a keeper till death 
did them part." 
"Well," I said, as Bertie appeared to have 
finished all that he had to say, " Is that all? 
The only disappointed person appears to 
be myse!f. You haven't explained yourseif 
at all." 
" Recently," continued Bertie, "Gerald 
has shown a marked distaste for my com­
pany. I hate ingratitude, but was beneath 
my dignity to ask for an explanation of his 
conduct. But I heard something this morn­
ing that might in part explain it. You see, 
in the rush of marrying Gerald I neglected 
to mention that the late but lamented Corn­
ford had died in a lunatic asylum, and to­
day l was told that Mrs. Gerald Berkeley 
has gone mad." 
Rl lYS JONES. 
~fJ)~ 
TO JOAN 
When you no long-er hold my hand ­
Too big at five! ­
I can but try to understand 
How much alive 
You are in g-rowing- up, and the demand 
Of being- five. 
When you no longer plead to know ­
Too big- at five! -­
Where fireflies come from , why they glow, 
I ·can but strive 
Against the grief of letting g-o 
The loveliest pad of you, at five. 
C.B. 
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Me and Bill 
RAFAEL'S sonnets, Dante's picture of an 
angel, says Browning, are creations he 
would see with far more pleasure than 
another Madonna or a second Inferno. 
"Once, and only once, and for me only 
(Ah, the prize!) to find his love a language, 
Fit and fair and simple and sufl1cient ­
Using nature that's an art to others, 
Not, this one time, art that's tuned to nature. 
So to be the man, and leave the artist, 
Gain the man's joy, miss the artist's sorrow." 
The prose of a poet is not quite the same 
thing-not so distinct from his own art­
but "nature that's an art to others" is often 
an apt description. Some people think 
Shakespeare was a poet who incidentally 
wrote a little prose. They do not realise that 
there is no play of his which does not con­
tain many prose passages, and those used 
by every type of character and for every 
conceivable dramatic purpose. In fact a 
study of the plays must make every lover of 
prose realise what a great writer he must 
have been had this been his medium-his 
"art," not just his casual, witty "nature." 
That his preference for poetry is a thing 
to be heartily thankful for is none the less 
indubitable. We would not be without a 
single one of his great lyric, almost organ­
like speeches, such as Cleopatra's wail over 
Antony: 
"O, wither'd is the garland of the war, 
The soldier's pole is fallen: young boys and 
girls 
Are level now with men; the odds is gone, 
And there is nothing left remarlrnble 
Beneath the visiting moon." 
But the subject makes pleasant specula·­
tion, and it is a sport for the joyful gods 
to collect evidence of the wonders Shake­
speare's great prose works might have been. 
He far outruns his age in the matter 
of prose as in poetry. With Bacon's terseness, 
Sidney's grace, Ben Jonson's force, and his 
own matchless wit and powerful personality 
(which I at least can feel far more readily 
here than in his verse) he has left a fine 
monument which must have stamped him 
a master of literature had he never written 
a line of poetry. Almost I regret that prose 
work! 
Yet it is said that his prose is incidental, 
-incidental in its nature-that its effect is 
very largely dependent on the contrast it 
offers to the poetry that goes before and 
aft.er and is frequently interwoven with the 
prose. It is true that the number of long 
prose passages with no verse interpolations 
is not overwhelmingly large. But in some 
plays it is dangerously so. "Much Ado About 
Nothing" contains far more prose than 
verse, and though it is the lightest of 
comedies it is not one of his earliest, and 
not the work of an .experienced drarnatist 
who does not know what is effective on the 
stage or what are his own capacities. That 
play, one feels, "got across" immediately. 
But if "Hamlet" is more acceptable as. 
evidence, what of th.e long passage in Act 11, 
Scene ii, full of importance for plot and 
characterisation, overflowing w i t h the 
cultured witty court tricks and the scholarly 
enthusiasm of " Hamlet," the players and 
his sometime friends, which is unbroken for 
hundreds of lines by any verse, except the 
roor stuff recited by the actor? This at least 
can owe nothing of its effect to the back­
ground of commonplace verse conversation 
that precedes it. That this is universal in 
the tragedies simply means that poetry as­
serted its prehistoric superiority as an in­
dividual art-and that it was fashionable­
and that Shakespeare recognising both these 
facts habitually conformed to the accepted 
Jaw, and broke away only once in a while. 
To do so was an indulgence-he had a fancy 
for realism, and liked an occasion to make 
men speak as they really do speak, not de­
manding, for a change, the usual measure of 
"poetic faith" in his audience. This is 
proved by many an instance of the ease with 
which he slips into prose after the restraint 
of a verse pas-sage. 
Ophelia reproaches Ham let! 
"My honour'd lord, you know right well 
you did; 
And with them, words of so sweet breath 
compos'd 
As made the things more rich; their 
perfume lost, 
T'ake these again; for to the noble mind 
Rich gifts wax poor when givers prove 
unkind. 
There, my lord." 
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And to her trite couplet comes the snap­
ping r.ejoinder: 
Hamlet: Ha, ha! are you honest? 
Ophelia: My lord? 
Hamlet: Are you fair? 
Ophelia: What means your lordship? 
Hamlet: That if you be honest and fair, your 
honesty should admit no discourse to your 
beauty. 
Here is one of a thousand instances. But 
it is hard to believe the moment of escape 
from verse always arbitrary. Here at any 
rate we can see a motive. Hamlet is to be 
deliberately rude-positively " nasty "-to 
his former love. How much easier to make 
him do it in the natural form, and so utter 
just the words a man in his unbalanced mood 
might say. 
It is more obviously natural that prose 
should be the medium for pure farce 
- for Fluellen's nonsense, the grave­
diggers, Sir Toby Belch, Sir Andrew 
Agu.echeek, and Falstaff-and it is probably 
this type of scene that the casual reader 
associates with the idea of prose in Shake­
speare. The impression is not unworthy of 
the great dramatist. Compared with the 
farce of any other playwright, ancient, 
mediaeval or modern, how faultless is the 
touch that plays on human whims, humours 
and fancies to the tune, say, of that " Mid­
summer Night's Dream " sc.ene in the wood, 
when Peter Quince assigns their parts to all 
his fellow actors. 
Quince: Marry, our play is, 'The most lament­
able comedy, and mo~t cruel death of 
Pyramus and Thisby.' 
Bottom: A very good piece of war!( , I assure 
you, and a merry. Now, good Peter Quince, 
call forth your actors by the scroll. Masters, 
spread yourselves. 
Quince: Answer as I 1call you. Nick Bottom? 
Botom: Ready. Name what part I am for, 
and proceed. 
Quince: You, Nick Bottom, are set down for 
Pyramus. 
Bottom: What is Pyramus, a lover or a tyrant? 
Quince: A lover, that kills himself most 
gallantly for love. 
Bottom: That will asl( some tears in the true 
performing of it. If I do it, let the audience 
look to their eyes; I will move storms; I 
will condole in some measure. To the 
rest-yet my chief humour is for a tyrant; 
I could play Ercles rarely, or a part to 
make all split. 
The raging rocks And Phibbus' car 
And shivering shocks Shall shine from far. 
Shall break the locks And make and mar 
Of prison gates; 'l'he foolish Fates. 
This was lofty! This is Ercles' vein, a 
tyrant's vein; a lover is more condoling. 
Another purpose served by prose realism 
is for the violent invective of which some 
characters give such superlative examples. 
Lear pronounces his curses in blank verse, 
but prose is often the medium for characters 
not of the first rank. What could be more 
exhaustively damning than Kent's attack 
on Oswald. 
Oswald: What dost thou know me for? 
Kent: A knave, a rascal, an ·eater of broken 
meats; a base, proud, shallow, beggarly, 
three-suited, hundred-pound, filthy, worsted­
stocking knave; a lily-livered, glass-gazing, 
superserviceable. finical rogue; one-trunk­
inheriting slave . . . etc., for five rnore 
lines. 
Even if one has only the shadowi.est idea 
what half these epithets actually mean, the 
expensive rise and fall of the rhythm, the 
alternation of long lists of epithets with 
solitary words or phrases, is itself a justifi­
cation of the use of prose. 
So far from being effective only with 
poetry as a background, it often serves itself 
as a foil to verse , giving it a point that is 
striking. Le:ir, mad and "fantastically 
crowned with wild flowers" meets blind 
Glouster, who knows him by his voice, and 
the sudd.en shock restores Lear to a tempor­
ary semblance of sanity, startles him out of 
idiotic prose into majestic verse. 
Lear: Go to, they are not men of their words: 
they told me I was everything; 'tis a lie. 
I am not ague-proof. 
Glouster: The trick of that voice I do well 
remember; 
Is't not the king? 
Lear: Ay, every inch a king: 
When I do stare, see how the subject 
quakes. 
I pardon that man's life. 
Characterisation is thereby helped out, 
and this is not a solitary instance. 1 n the 
first scene of Le:ir, after the long passage that 
s.ees the division by Lear of his kingdom, 
his trial of his daughters' affection, his 
quarrels with Cordelia and Kent, and the 
betrothal of Cordelia to France-all in the 
most formal blank verse-there ensues a 
sudden change of atmosphere, and two 
women r.eveal their mean little souls with 
remarkable completeness. 
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Titania: ·what angel wakes me !rom my 
flowery bed? 
Bottom (singing): 
The finch, the sparrow, and the lark, 
The plain-song cuckoo gray, 
Whose note full many a man doth mark, 
And dares not answer nay-
for, indeed, who would set his wit to so 
foolish a bird? Who would give a bird 
the lie. though he cry "cuckoo" never so? 
Titania: I pray thee, gentle mortal, sing again: 
Mine ear is much enamour'd of thy note; 
So is mine eye enthralled to thy shape; 
And thy fair virtue's force perforce doth 
move me 
On the first view, to say, to swear, I love 
thee. 
Bottom: Methinks, mistress, you should have 
little reason for that: and yet, to say the 
truth, reason and love keep little company 
together now-a-days; the more the pity, 
that some honest neighbours will not make 
them friends. Nay, I can gleek upon 
occasion. 
Titania: Thou art as wise as thou art beautiful. 
Bottom: Not so, neither; but if I had wit 
enough to get out of this wood, I have 
enough to serve mine own turn. 
In some of Shakespeare's most effective 
scenes the character contrast takes the form 
of a conservation with comments interpolated 
or as part of the dialogue. Lear's fool pro­
vides many instances, some the pure gold of 
drama. In fact his presence is felt in almost 
every scene, and his little comments colour 
every action Lear takes. 
What are the qualities of this prose style 
-so elastic that it can serve all the purposes 
here named and innumerable others? First 
is its pithiness-the brevity that conveys a 
thought with inimitable point and with the 
clarity of a flash of lightning. It may be 
illustrated by repartees, as when Viola sees 
Olivia and suspects (in a somewhat feline 
way because she is in lov.e with Olivia's 
suitor) that her beauty has been helped out 
by art, and says-
France: Come, my fair Cordelia. 
[Exeunt France and Cordelia.] 
Goneril: Listen. it is not little I have to say 
of what most nearly appertains to us both. 
I think our fathe» will hence to-night. 
Regan: That is most certain, and with you; 
next month with us. 
Goneril: You see how full of changes his age 
is; the observation we have made of it 
hath not been little. 
And so on. The prose fits them " like a 
glove." This is ugly, but there is a pretty 
dialogue in "Midsummer Night's Dream" 
when Titania talks fairy-like love nonser.se 
to the boorish, poetic Nick Bottom in his 
ass's head. 
Viola: Excellently done. if God did all. 
Olivia: 'Tis in grain, sir; 'twill end ure wind 
and weather. 
Then comes the amplification, in the verse 
that an Elizabethan had to use when de­
scribing a woman's beauty. 
Viola: 'Tis beauty truly blent, whose red and 
white 
Nature's own sweet and cunning hand 
laid on: 
Lady, you are the cruell'st she alive, 
If you will lead these graces to the grave 
And leave the world no copy. 
But it appears too in the frequency with 
which Shakespeare dispatches much of his 
plot-development and spade-work in prose, 
so much more ground can be covered in a 
short time if the characters speak in a direct 
and pointed medium, and so much less is 
the risk of making petty details sound 
idiotic. Look at the second and fourth 
scenes in Lear, and the second act, parts of 
Othello, the fourth scene in Cymbeline, and 
those masterpieces of epistolary style, Ham­
let's letters to Horatio and Claudio. Here 
is the latter: 
"High and mighty-You shall know I 
am set naked on your ldngdom. To-morrow 
shall I beg leave to see your kingly eyes, 
when I shall, first asking your pardon 
thereunto, recount the· occasion of my 
sudden and more strange return.-Hamlet." 
Short, but containing a promise, informa­
tion that is only given to reveal the with­
holding of information, a threat and a 
fiendish politeness that combine to set the 
court in a fever of curiousity and anxiety, 
and at least two people in a state of nervous 
dread. It is noteworthy that nearly all 
Shakespeare's letters are in prose. 
Then this style is witty. It is absurd to 
quote to prove it, but is there any lover of 
Charles Lamb or A. A. Milne, or any other 
creator of nonsense who 'does not thrill to 
such things as Hamlet's baiting of Polonius. 
Hamlet: My lord , you pl:ayed once in the 
University, you say? 
Polonius: That I did, my lord, a nd was 
accounted a good actor. 
Hamlet: What did you enact? 
Polonius: I did enact Julius Caesar. I was 
killed i' the Capitol; Brutus killed me. 
Hamlet: It was a brute part of him to kill so 
capital a calf there. 
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But the infinite variety of qualities Shake­
speare displays baffles discription. He 
ranges from the magnificence of Hamlet's 
declamation "What a piece of work is man! 
How noble is reason! How infinite in facul­
ties! In form and moving how express and 
admirable!"-A piece of unstudied eloquence 
that is half lyric- to the deliberate, reserved 
dignity of Brutus' defence. 
" As Caesar loved me, I weep for him; as 
he was fortunate, I rejoice at it; as he was 
valiant, I honour him ; but as he was am­
bitious, I slew him." 
And there to the ineffable nonsense of 
Dogberry, it embraces the whole world of 
thoughts and emotions. Its power is a thing 
before which one stands dazed and submis­
sive. Only that Shakespeare wrote great 
poetry and great poetic drama can be pleaded 
against the wish that he lived now, to gather 
in the good fruit Shaw, Barrie and Gals­
worthy are sowing, and avoiding somehow 
their incompleteness to throw onto the 
modern stage, with all its restrictions and 
opportunities, thirty-seven several pictures 
of the life we live. How his realism would 
flourish and blossom, and how he would 
hold the mirror up to nature, and show the 
very age and body of the time his form and 
pressure." E. H. 
Waiting 
I,M waiting for an idea," I explained patiently; but it only seemed to make 
matters worse." Waiting!" he cried. "Every­
body's waiting. The entire editorial staff 
is in a frenzy and you say you are waiting. 
Those who aren't 'waiting' are 'working,' 
and the effort of making up your minds 
which you are doing is so exhausting that 
ycu never get past it. All right! Ted shall 
do it!" 
He was gone and I was left to my medi­
tations. There was a good deal of philosophy 
underlying his remarks. Could mankind be 
divided into those who work and those who 
wait? The first implied a selfish, individual­
istic, ruthless, practical outlook, the second 
a tolerant idealistic .... and then it was 
that I realised that waiting was the keynote 
of my character, for it was six minutes past 
the hour and a professor was waiting .... 
waiting. 
It hz.s its bright side, this waiting. Apart 
from the fact that it helps so many to pass 
the time between March and November, 
there are moments in all our days when it 
makes life a little better. There is, of course, 
that well known little comedy, waiting for 
someone you have not previously met. This 
is played by two persons to be distinguished 
as the unknown who waits and the unknown 
who approaches. Our sympathies at present, 
of course, lie with the waiter. Like the 
Punch and Judy shows, these little en­
counters· have a chann which is ever new: 
the technique is always the same, but each 
re-play has that little something of difference 
which is the sauce of life. Those who desire 
to make a hobby of this little comedy will 
find many a valuable tip in Caesar, for he 
had a good deal of experience in meeting 
unknown gentlemen of whose demeanour he 
was a little unsure. Perhaps the best of them 
is his practice of always taking up a com­
manding position . Adapted to the present 
requirements, this means stationing oneself 
in a position commanding a long view, near 
some object in which one can feign interest. 
This is the first lesson to be learnt. At the 
very beginning, however, I.et us emphasise 
that such a means of identification as "short 
and fat with a turned up hat" or "tall with 
a kind smile" are valueless. The seasoned 
meeter of unknown people can be heard to 
ask for a description of the man in question, 
yes: but it is on this principle that the 
husband asks his wife where the newspaper 
is so as to find three places where it will 
not be. 
The only sure sign, the only unchanging 
characteristic of a man who is coming to 
meet someone he does not know is his de­
termination to preserve a demeanour of un­
conscious ease. By this the experienced 
meeter of unknown men knows him at a 
glance: but for the beginner circumspection 
is necessary. On the approach of an unknown 
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who may be the person required, no move­
ment should be made till the whites of his 
eyes can be seen. Then, a sharp shuffle of 
the left foot and a direct look at the un­
known opens the proceedings. The unknown 
will at once reduce speed and make a 
thorough inspection. It is here that so many 
beginners make the mistake of leaving their 
commanding position and laying themselves 
open to rout. At his tentative " Mr. 
K'Foops?" the unknown, if he be the wrong 
unknown, assumes the manner of St. Peter 
and definitely rejects him, either with a 
stony stare or with a "No, sir!" Too much 
of this weakens the morale. The correct 
thing to do is to express the maximum of 
pleasure and expectancy without actually 
committing yourself. And if the oncomer 
immediately sets up a feeble twitching of 
the lower and upper portions of the face 
(the nose remaining still) the beginner can 
go forward with the knowledge that he is 
reciprocating, and that what man can do 
has been done. 
This type of waiting can be called , with 
some truth, a comedy. There is another, 
however, of grimmer aspect, which is rarely 
classed as a comedy. This is waiting for the 
ferry which leaves Kangaroo Point at the 
hour at which one's lecture begins. There 
is nothing so one sided as waiting for a 
ferry, for while there is not one college 
student who has not been forced, in more 
or less painful circumstances, to wait for a 
ferry, can any of them claim that the ferry 
has ever waited for him? For the under­
gradesses it may be different, but for most 
of us our 'Varsity course will have given us, 
at the very least, the ultimate picture of 
finality-a departing ferry boat, a ferry 
which was at the landing stage but twenty 
seconds agone. 
Perhaps the most all-embracing example 
of waiting is waiting for girls. This has 
elements of all emotions in it and may turn 
with the most puzzling suddenness from 
comedy to melodrama, or even tragedy. 
What man, arriving late at the moot, has 
not, sooner or later been greeted by a 
thoroughly rehearsed piece of rhetoric, with 
actions, bearing on past and present wrongs, 
the degeneracy of man, particularly of one . 
of the creatures, woven into a marvellous 
blend of truth and fiction, exaggerating un 
answerably the vileness of the late one. Has 
any man ever succeeded in conveying so 
much so crushingly, or with such dramatic 
intensity, in so short a time? We doubt it. 
It is all of a piece with the action of women 
in this regard that the waiting of men for 
women is regarded as pure comedy. For the 
man who has his dance cut there is nothing 
but jeering. But who has seen a girl whose 
dance has been cut without feeling that an 
inevitable and awful doom hangs over the · 
head of the forgetful one? He may be 
chirruping now, but the sword is clanging 
viciously over his unconscious head. 
The critical reader may claim that all 
these comedies, tragedies and burning 
dramas may be avoided by the man of calm 
commonsem.e. Perhaps it is so. But there is 
one tragedy which he cannot avoid, the one 
which has even now, o' reader, overtaken 
me before your eyes. It is the tragedy of 
waiting for an idea. You may not agree with 
me that it is a tragedy, but it is indubitably 
an example of waiting. And then, you criti­
cal creatures, as you found me you must 
leave me. 
~fJ)~ 
PIERROT'S SONG 
Dance while you may; 
The sleep is long 
That comes soon after mirth and song 
Are ended. 
Flirt when you can: 
No Cupid's dart 
Can prick again a wounded heart 
Unmended. 
Laugh if you can ­
My Columbine's 
Heart grieves because each kiss of mine's 
Pretended. 
"VIVIENNE." 
" Epithalamium " 
Awake, my love, for night is fled away 
Like shrouded gbosts wbose keening dawn fire stilts. 
Sbe is fled to tbe purple gullies of tbe bills, 
W bere tbe gold gleaming sun bolds ber at bay. 
Now, in this frosty dawning, 
Gems glowing in the mountain's dusky breast­
/Jaffadowndilly clouds of a misty morning 
Sway ligbt as tbistledown, and lightly rest. 
My love, awake! Bedeck thy beauty young; 
Go forth in wedding robes to rob tbe light 
Of its own golden splendour-not bedight 
As common brides wbom other lays have sung 
In samite' s wbiteness cold, 
W bite as the cobwebs, sparkling mid tbe rushes 
Beside the river mist, whicb rises, gold, 
And shames the cobweb whiteniess, till it flushes. 
Young leaves, bedewed, ligbten to watch thy going; 
The poppies bow their lovely heads to thee; 
Yet peep with veiled eyes, anxious still to see 
My bride, who passes all their loveliest showing," 
And sby blue flowers glow, 
Hidden among their leaves, to watch thee roam. 
Yea, dancing day-motbs all their brightness show 
To light my lady's path when sbe comes home. 
And little people of tbe mountain streams 
Upon this day of days will leave their playing, 
Will leave their shadowed haunts of idle straying, 
Where night sits weaving all ber veil of dreams. 
But there, the livelong day, 
Tbe leaping water falls from stone to stone 
And flashing falls, and falling talks alway, 
Babbling his fancy, since he is alone. 
And they will lurk amid the bladed grass 
( T bese little people, clad in russet red 
And flowery shoes, and peaked cap on bead) 
Laughing with glee to watch my true love pass. 
And sbe and I will hear 
Their silvery voices singing, soft and low, 
Soft as the evenfr1'g air, low as the sea 
Washing Aeolian beaches long ago. 
Their song is only for my bride and me. 
Yea, all the world is glad in our great gladness, 
And all the world rejoices in our joy. 
Tbe world is sweet; its sweetness does not cloy 
While the wind dances thus in merry madness. 
And my sweet bride and I 
Are dancing too, mid merry is our song. 
The music rises witb a gladsome sigh­
Come dance to it with me, our whole life long. 
M.E.F. 
Page Twenty GALMAHRA July , 1931 
Communism 
THE space at my disposal for this article 
is too small to enable me to explain 
fully the theory and practice of Communism, 
nor is my purpose so ambitious; my sole 
aim is to indicate its leading principles, to 
arouse an interest in it, and to satisfy the 
reader that it is much more than "a theory 
of those who have failed in life." 
Communism presents itself as a world 
political movement under the leadership of 
the Communist International, whose aim is 
to organise the working class, small scale 
farmers and colonial peasants to seize politi­
cal power by revolutionary methods and 
to establish a working class dictatorship for 
the purpose of transferring capitalism into 
the Communist form of society. This move­
ment, however, is based not on any eternal 
ideas of right or wrong nor good or bad, 
but on definite scientific principles which 
are easily ascertainable by anyone who takes 
the trouble to examine critically the mani­
fold social phenomena which go to make up 
the history of human society; that is, Com­
munism is a scientific, not a moral move­
ment, and any criticism of it, to be valid, 
must strictly follow what is known as the 
scientific method. 
Now, it is generally recognised that every 
science, whether, e.g., chemistry, physics, or 
biology, includes a body of knowledge so 
vast and complicated that it cannot be under­
stood by anyone who has not given to it a 
long and intense period of study; this re­
cognition is manifest in the fact that very 
few ever claim the ability to criticise scienti­
fic theories and practice without first having 
passed through such a study. Unfortunately, 
such intellectual humility is usually absent 
when social and economic theories are under 
discussion, and this is especially true in the 
case of Communism. In fact, the certainty 
with which most people hold to an adverse 
opinion on Communism is equalled only 
by their complete ignorance of the subject. 
Some criticise Communism because it is sup­
posed to be of Russian origin , some because 
its adherents advocate the use of force to 
achieve its aims, and some because it is a 
menace to the supremacy of the British 
Empir.e. These typical objections are ob­
viously unscientific and would receive scant 
consideration if made against the theories 
of the better established sciences. Imagine, 
for example, how foolish one would appear 
if he were to criticise a theory in chemistry 
because it had been formulated in Moscow, 
or the surgical theory that an operation is 
necessary to cure appendicitis on the ground 
that a knife must be used and blood shed, 
or a theory in physics be~ause its appli­
cation would strengthen the power of the 
United States and thereby relatively weaken 
that of Britain . 
The theory of the history of human 
society upon which Communism is based is 
known as the Materialist Conception of 
I-I istory, which was set forth in general terms 
by Karl Marx in the preface to his book, 
"The Critique of Political Economy." 
" In the social production which men carry 
on they enter into definite relations that are 
indispensable and independent of their will; 
these relations of production correspond to 
a defin•ite stage of development of their 
material powers of production. The sum 
total of these relations of production con­
stitutes the economic structure of society, 
i.e., the sum total of the relations of social 
production-the real foundation, on which 
rise legal and political superstructures and 
to which correspond definite forms of social 
consciousness. The mode of prnduction in 
material life determines the general charac­
ter of the social, political and spiritual pro­
cesses of life. It is not the consciousness of 
men that determines their existence, but, on 
the contrary, their social existence determines 
their consciousness. 
"At a certain stage of their development, 
the material force~ of production in society 
come in conflict with the existing relations 
of production, or-what is but a legal ex­
pres~ion for the same thing-with the 
property relations within which they had 
been at work with before. From forms of 
devdopment of the forces of production 
these relations turn into their fetters. Then 
comes the period of social revolution. With 
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the change of the economic foundation the 
entire immense superstructure is more or 
Jess rapidly transformed. In considering 
such transformations the distinction should 
always be made between the material trans­
formation of the economic conditions of 
production which can be determined with 
the precisivn of natural science, and the legal, 
political, ·religious, aesthetic or philosophic­
in short, ideological forms in which men be­
come conscious of this conflict and fight it 
out. Ju st as our opinion of an individual 
is not based on what he thinks of himself, 
so can we not judge of such a period of 
transformation by its own consciousness; on 
the contrary, this consciousness must rather 
b:e explained from the contradictions of 
material life, from the existing conflict be­
tween the social forces of production and 
the relations of production. 
"No social order ever disappears before all 
the productive forces, for which there is 
room in it, have been developed; and new 
higher relations of production never appear 
before the material conditions of their exis­
tence have matured in the womb of the old 
society. Therefore, mankind always takes 
up only such problems as it can solve; since, 
looking at the matter more closely, we will 
always find that the problem itself arises 
only when the material conditions necessary 
for its solution already exist or are at least 
in the process of formation . 
"In broad outlines we can designate the 
Asiatic, the ancient, the feudal , and the 
modern bourgeois methods of production as 
so many epochs in the progress of the econo­
mic formation of society. The bourgeois 
relations of production are the last an­
tagonistic form of the social process of pro­
duction-antagonistic not in the sense of 
individual antagonism, but of one arising 
from conditions surrounding the life of in­
dividuals in society; at the same time the 
productive forces developing in the womb of 
bourgeois society create the material condi­
tions for the solution of that antagonism. 
This social formation constitutes, therefore, 
the closing chapter of the prehistoric stage 
of human society." 
This theory, therefore, as~erts that the 
Jaws of the development of human society 
can be understood only after obtaining an 
understanding of the Jaws of the develop­
ment of the productive forces of society. 
Therefore, Communism, if it is to vindicate 
its claim to be scientific in its treatment of 
capitalist social problems, must first of all 
discover the Jaws according to which the 
capitalist productive forces develop. 
The distinguishing characteristics of the 
economic structure of capitalism are:­
1. Production is carried on for sale, t)1at 
is, the articles produced are com­
modities. 
2. The means of production (buildings, 
machinery, and raw material) are the 
property of a relatively small group, 
the capitalist class, which has the right 
to appropriate these commodities. 
3. The productive Jabour is performed 
collectively by the relatively large 
working class which, having no 
property in the means of production, 
is forced to sell its Jabour power to the 
capitalists for wages. 
Production, therefore, is social, but ap­
propriation is private ; this is the basis of 
the fundamental contradiction between in­
creasing productive and decr~ing con­
sumptive power, a contradiction which 
forces itself on the minds of men only in 
the economic crisis. 
The capitalist system is the product of 
definite social forces, which developed 
within feudalism, and at a certain stage in 
their development brought about its dis­
solution; but once it comes into existence its 
growth is more and more dependent on 
forces generated within itself, the prime 
mover being the productive forces which, 
under the stimulus of competition, show an 
unprecedented growth. An analysis of 
capitalism makes this obvious. 
The dominating aim of the capitalist 
class is the realisation of surplus value, the 
sole source of rent, interest, and profit; but 
surplus value can be realised only if com­
modities can be sold; as a consequence, 
there arises a competitive struggle among 
the capitalists for the market and, all other 
things being equal , the victor is he who can 
1 
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wield most effectively the weapon of cheap­ ' stage of imperialist capitalism with its own 
ness, a weapon which can b.e wielded effec­ peculiar imperialist loyalty, diplomacy, 
ti v ley by any combatant in proportion, not treaty making, and wars. At the same time 
to his physical stamina, but to the increase the dominion of capital is spread through­
in the productivity of his labourers. out the world and with it its fundamental 
contradiction. Wherever it extends itsIncreased productivity depends on a better 
tremendous productive power enables it toorganisation of the division of labour within 
seize on the market hitherto supplied by thea workshop, a greater economy of the means pre-capitalist mode of production existing of production by their concentration on a 
there and thereby to dominate the lives oflarge scale, and greater intensity of labour, fresh millions of mankind.and thus necessitates in each factory the 
massing together a large number of workers, Accumulation is a direct result of the 
a greater supply of means of production, necessity to increase the productivity of 
and the installation of more powerful labour, and, whatever may be the immediate 
driving forces, all of which require an in­ source of such an increase, in the last 
creasing amount of capital. That is, an analysis it means that the individual worker 
inherent characteristic of capitalism is the in a given time is able to convert into com­
tendency to accumulate capital. modities an increased quantity of the means 
of production. But all capital consists of twoThis accumulation manifests itself in the parts, the two elements in the organicconcentration of production in huge enter­
composition of capital:­prises which more and more become trans­
formed into trusts and monopolies, a trans­ ( 1) means of production and (2) the 
formation which is given great impetus by labour power of the workers; therefore, with 
the rapid development of the banks, insti­ the increase of productivity ( 1) increases 
tutions which have their roots in the de­ relatively to (2); that is, accumulation is 
velopment of the exchange of commodities, accompanied by a progressive increase in 
but which flourish in the atmosphere of the organic composition of capital. In other 
developing capitalism. Banking capital and words, at the very moment when the in­
monopoly industrial capital become closely creased productive forces are throwing in­
interwoven; they amalgamate and together creased quantities of commodities on the 
form a new and powerful dictatorship, exer­ markets the number of workers necessary 
cising tremendous influence throughout the to production relatively decreases, and the 
whole social life. social power to purchase these commodities 
This latter development is a product of is thereby restricted. This is the great funda­
the highest stag.e of capitalism, and appears mental contradiction within capitalism, 
in every highly developed capitalist state; which is more or less latent in the boom 
by the beginning of the 20th century it is period, being hidden by such devices as 
to be seen in Britain, France, Germany, and time payment and hire purchase systems, 
the U.S.A. Accumulation begets accumula­ but comes into the open in the crisis period 
tion and the child in turn quickly becomes 
.of the periodic economic cycle. It manifests, 
parent; the offspring increase, not in arith­ in formation a largeitself the of reserve 
metic, but in geometric ratio. The highly army of unemployed and in a relative over­developed capitalist states, thereupon, be­ production of commodities, warehouses filled 
come confronted with another problem, the 
with food, millions pinched with ·hunger,
necessary to export capital, and the early factories and shops stocked with clothing,comparatively peaceful striving for a mar­
mill ions ragged and shivering; countlessket for commodities for immediate con­
houses to let, millions sleeping in parks and sumption is replaced by a gigantic struggle 
between these states for colonies, vassal by the roadside-these· are the mon~ments · 
1 states and spheres of influence to which this of capitalist civilisation and are fitted to 
excess capital can be exported. This is the rank with the seven wonders of the world. 
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COMMUNIST SOCIETY. 
The capitalist system of production, 
therefore, in the process of its development 
inevitably gives rise to imperialist wars, 
colonial revolts, strikes, crises, and mass 
unemployment. And these social phenomena, 
with their attendant impoverishment, misery 
and suffering, can be eliminated only by the 
destruction of capitalism; that is, by the 
abolition of the private ownership of the 
means of production, etc., together with the 
resulting private right to the appropriation 
of the commodities produced thereby. In a 
word, capitalism must be replaced by com­
munism, the system of society in which the 
means of production, etc., are socially owned 
and the products appropriated not by a 
relatively small class but by society a~ a 
whole. 
Communist society will thus do away with 
economic class di visions and the resulting 
exploitation of the majority by the minority; 
it will also substitute for blind, planless 
production an organised system of planning 
in which every element in production will 
be consciously related to every other ele­
ment, and the whole in turn directed to the 
function of satisfying the needs of society. 
Thereby will be abolished the great conflict 
between the growing productive and the 
I decreasing consumption forces. Machinery w~mankind's ~.ervant, not his master, 
and with the growth of the productive forces 
it will be possible to raise the standard of 
living of the millions without having to 
consider the interests of private ownership. 
In Communist society the object will be 
to reduce to the smallest possible limits the 
time necessary for material production, and 
thereby to enable the maximum time to be 
devoted to the higher aspects of life; in a 
word, to develop the mind as well a the 
body; that is, in Communist society mens / 
sana in corpor~ sano will cease to be a mere 
phrase, it will be translated into reality. 
Hereby will science be given its proper place; 
research work will be encouraged, and every 
scientific discovery will be welcomed. No 
longer will it be subject to the dictates of 
the capitalist class, no longer will inventions 
be bought up by interested capitalist groups 
for the purpose of preventing their applica­
tion when such application would injure 
vested interests and their profits. Education 
will be raised to a higher level; its purpose 
will be to fit mankind to take up the tre­
mendous historical task imposed upon it 
in building up Communism. First of all 
there will be the education, both theoretical 
and practical, necessary for the effective 
functioning of the productive process; but 
most important of all there will be the edu­
cation necessary to enable the maximum 
number to understand their place in society 
and to give an intelligent answer to the 
various political and other social problems 
which will arise. 
But this higher form of society cannot 
arise immediately out of capitalism; a 
transitionary stage will intervene, during 
which the capitalist system will be trans­
formed rapidly, and by revolutionary 
methods into the higher form of Com­
munism. This transitionary form will in­
herit many of the economic, ethical, and 
philosophical characteristics of capitalism; 
capitalist economic forms will have to be 
changed, and capitalist ideas, beliefs, etc., 
uprooted and replaced with Communist 
ideals of co-operation, etc. 
This transformation is a task so tre­
mendous that it can be carried out only by 
an organised :ind · well disciplined party 
which has a comprehensive understanding 
of the problems to be solved and of the 
social forces at its disposal for their solu­
tion. This party is the Communist Inter­
national, the organisation of the various 
Communist parties throughout the world. 
The overthrow of capitalism can be ac­
complished only by transferring po!itical 
power from the capitalist class to the work­
ing class, acting in alliance with the small 
scale farmers and peasants, and in the 
transiti0nal stage this political power will 
be a dictatorship under the guidance of the 
Communist parties. 
The new state will differ from the 
capitalist state not merely in the fact that 
~class will exercise political power, but 
also inITS structure. The invaluable ex­
periences gained by the workers in their 
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struggles for the Paris Commune in 1871, 
and again in Russia in 1917 show that the 
Soviet form is most effective for the workers' 
dictatorship. Under the Soviet form of state 
the electoral system is based not on residen­
tial but on industrial or productive areas, 
and electors have the right to recall 
their representatives. Based as they are on 
productive areas, the Soviet electorates are 
entrusted with the task of criticising pro­
posed legislation, thereby actively function­
ing in the legislature sphere itself, and at 
the same time they are exceptionally well 
adapted to the task of carrying out decrees. 
Thus, the Soviet form of state not only 
brings the masses into closer and more direct 
touch with legislation but also enables them 
to participate as much as possible in the 
administrative or executive work. 
The workers' state will be faced with two 
great tasks: the ruthless suppression of all 
counter-revolutionary attempts to restore 
capitalism and the organisation of the pro­
ductive forces so that they will develop 
towards Communism. In accomplishing the 
first task, the first step is to deprive the 
capitalist class of its economic power; that 
is, the State must confiscate all large scale 
productive, transport, distributive, and ex­
change enterprises, including large capitalist 
landed estates. At the same time the workers' 
state must make laws which will protect 
the interests of the workers and peasants 
in the struggle for Communism and create 
repressive organs such as workers' police, 
etc., whose main function will be ruthlessly 
to suppress every counter-revolutionary 
attempt to restore capitalism. 
The confiscation of capitalist enterprises 
will serve also as the basis for the economic 
task of the new state. Thus an economic 
council will be established to organise these 
enterprises, so that production and distribu­
tion may be increased according to plan, 
and so that the whole of production may 
be directed into Communist paths. 
F.W.P. 
Library Lyrics 
Lyric No. 1. 
Lyric No. 2. 
ON THE LIBRARY CLOCK, TICKING 
THE HALF-MINUTES 
TO A CERTAIN LITTLE BOOK 
It's a long, long trail 
To five o'clock . . . Your title, little book, 
Deters me not a whit,
" Tick " comes wafted 
Through my dreams, Unpleasant tho' you look 
T'hen, aeons later, And tho' la borious writ. 
As it seems . . . 
Comes the "Tock." And tho' I do not 
Ever intend to do
And the fanatic (With heavy-most e nd eavour)Automatic 
Thus doth mock, Your fearsome " Subject II," 
Ever mock . 
Hollowly thus Still, little book, down-cast, 
As the minutes go, I'll read, and r ead you thro'­
Soberly (damn it!) , For, but a moment past,Measured slow She read a bit of you.
"Tick," 
Then S.L.R. 
"Tock." 
S.L.R. 
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Australian ? 
SEVENTY per cent. of Australia to-day is 
- a town dwelling nation, " the bush," a 
dim shadowy country which begins a mile 
from the last suburban picture show and 
stretches away to the dim mirage. And as 
. the seventy per cent. is not acutely concerned 
with it it remains a shadowy unreality. The 
proportion of Australians who know and 
appreciate the bush decreases from year to 
year. The street traffic lulls us to sleep 
where once the mopoke woke the echoes or 
a stray flying fox screamed in the solitude. 
There is a scramble and rush to the sunny 
beaches as the week-end comes again-life 
for us all is full of pleasure, incident and 
colour. But it is very different colour from 
that once thought of as " typically 
Australian." 
City life all over the globe must be very 
much alike, but bush life is Australian be­
cause the same things don't happen any·· 
where else. And so we find the literature 
which has grown up hingeing around bush 
scenes and bush people. Graphically re­
corded here are these traces of men who 
helpe begin our nation-I don't know that 
they were altogether to blame for the job 
that has been made of it since- but their 
age and their breed is passing, and they will 
soon be as d.:ad as Antony. These hard­
bitten, hard-riding fellows found they needed 
more fretdom from their kind than most, 
so they pushed their cattle ever further and 
further out beyond the settled districts. 
They were men of all kinds. Perhaps with 
Clancy they saw the 
"Vision splendid of the sunlit pla in exte nd ed , 
Ann at night the wondrous glory of the eve r­
lasting s ta r s. " 
Perhaps they only noticed the mud in the 
waterhole and the distance from the last 
pub. Do you remember the man Maginnis 
Magee, who was made a J.P. in spite of his 
christening with a bottle of whisky? And so 
far we've said not a word of the race track, 
high odds, and thundering hoofs. But we 
still have Ascot in our Australia, and no 
mirage about that! 
Are the pictures in our literature com­
plete? Of course, we find Australians written 
about in quite other terms. There's the 
gaunt, futuristic figure of Arthur Adams' 
imagination­
!s that how others see us? 
"As towa rd undreamt of destinies 
H e slouches down the centuries ." 
Other " typically Australian " relics are 
the bushmen's songs, handed on to another 
generation which sings jazz. The old bush­
f olk were as pleasure-loving as their city 
cousins, and danced and sang more lustily 
if less frequently. The strains of the ac­
cordeon would float up from under the pep­
perinas, from the slab, shingle-roofed shanty, 
where now the wireless and gramophone 
take their place. The accordeon still finds a 
hearty welcome from the shearers hut and 
the mill camp-or the river picnic party. 
It fills its corner well, too, when we come 
to old-world tunes-" Waltzing Matilda," 
"Home, Boys, Home," "I'll never forget 
that Mustering D~y. ". 
The more the merrier-and the longer the 
better-that's how these songs were written. 
They whiled away the long morning hours 
with the stock underway..,. "slowly stringing" 
ahead. They sounded even better around 
the camp fire as it blazed cheerfully. But­
the night grows late for an Australian bush­
man , who must he up hours before sunrise. 
And so, "Tin dish ," as the old mailman 
said, "love to the gals at Sandy O'Teals 
when you ' re back in the township. And I'll 
be getting along." 
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He Who Laughed 
" Standing at my window tonight I can 
hear the dark sea fitfully murmuring. A 
south-west wind is rising and the sound of 
waves breaking on the shore is growing 
louder. The moon has not yet risen, but 
when it does, I do not think it will break 
through the curtain of clouds that stretch 
from far over the islands and reach back 
across to the west. It is very still and quiet. 
I cannot hear even the cries of the sea-birds 
and the night-birds of the swamp. 
" Like the sea, a great flood of loneliness 
has swept over me, bringing an instinctive 
longing for a human friend. Though it can­
not be fulfilled, yet I must express it as I 
sit at this old worn table. But my pen will 
not keep pace with my speeding thoughts. 
I realise that the best and dearest possessions 
in life are very simple; not wealth, nor fame, 
nor the illusory triumphs of the world, but 
the real , true warmth of friendship-com­
panionship of mind-can bring solace to a 
mind that wearies itself with thinking. My 
thoughts indeed keep vigil with me tonight, 
but thinking grows intolerable. This lonely 
room, this lonely tower is a prison even 
though with the dawn the relief boat is due. 
Strange that I should be thinking this, when 
for the last two months I cursed the very 
nearness of a companion! Why had it been 
necessa ry to send an additional man to this 
lighthouse in particular? There was never 
enough work for one man. And the one they 
sent-much younger than I, with all the 
splendid vigor of youth that roused an old 
bitterness within me. In his enthusiasm I 
saw the hopes and dreams of my own youth, 
seeming now to mock me. As the days drag­
ged by, I grew to hate his very presence; 
to hate the smile th:.lt was ever on his face. 
How he would chide me for my moroseness! 
How each word added full to the flame of 
hatred that grew within me! I seem to see 
him now, across the table, asking my 
opinion of some photos, telling me of youth­
ful escapades. How he would laugh and say 
I was too old for that sort of thing! How 
he laughed again when I glared savagely 
at him! Little he knew how I longed to be 
rid of him and his laughter. 
"Now, ii.deed, I am alone. I shall no more 
see his hated face. This time it is I who 
can laugh. ]ust at dusk he said he was going 
to catch some fish at the spot about a mile 
down the coast. I laughed to myself, think­
ing of the oar neatly sawn half-through at 
the button. It would take him down the 
coast, but when he was fighting back against 
the tide it would snap in two. With one oar 
he cannot prevent himself from drifting 
down on to the rocks, and when he hits 
them .... 
"Sadly I shall tell the story in the morning. 
How I told him not to take the boat with 
this heavy sea running! How he was de­
termined to go, laughing at my fears. 
"Laugh, you fool, laugh! By now you are 
food for sharks .... 
" And yet I am indescribably lonely. My 
mind is in strange turmoil in contrast with 
the quiet reigning around me. The moon 
has broken through a rift in the clouds, and 
from the landing outside I shall be able to 
see down the coast-see that fool's useless 
fighting. God .. . . " 
In the clear light of morning Frank 
Devine was helping to place the covered 
body of Jim Wilson on the whaleboat. To 
the captain of the reli.ef steamer, which was 
standing out in the channel , he was saying: 
" I cannot understand it at all. I left him 
at dusk yesterday when I went to catch 
some fish for breakfast. I had intended to 
use our boat, but when stepping into it I 
trod on one of the oars and broke it in two. 
One whole oar was not of much use so I 
walked along the sand. I caught half a 
dozen fish and started to walk back. About 
two hundred yards aw:.ly , the moon shone 
through the clouds for an instant and 1 
glanced up at the tower. Just then the land­
ing door was flung open and Jim stepped 
out to the rail. A most unearthly cry came 
from his lips and I saw him falling. When 
I reached here he was lying near that rock 
on the hard sand. What puzzles me is how 
he came to fall. The landing-rail is not 
broken , and it would take a tremendous 
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shock to make a man overbalance. I'm sorry 
for him. It's pretty monotonous here and, 
I think,,the place was getting on his nerves. 
He seemed to hate anybody laughing. As 
vou know, he was to commence his leave 
to-day." 
" Yes, it's very strange, I liked old Jim. 
I did not expect to take him like this .... 
Well, I'll be getting back. Look after your­
self, Devine," and shaking hands the 
captain stepped on board. 
An hour or two later, when the steamer 
was out of sight, Devine took two pieces of 
an oar and threw them into the sea. 
A. MURRAY-SMITH. 
~I~~ 
Criticism 
I FEEL rather timid about writing this 
· article at all. It is so obviously a case of 
"people who live in glass houses." Still, 
my own house is getting some of the stones, 
and I'd rather they were my stones 
than someone else's. I'm getting muddled, 
so I'd better start. 
Criticism, meaning literary criticism, has 
its uses. Heaven knows how we poor 
students, overwhelmed by the weight of 
professorial demands on our knowledge, 
would get on without a few handy books of 
nice juicy criticism. It's so safe to use their 
authority, at least it seems safe, until the 
all-knowing professors reveal that the 
critics in whom we placed our humble trust 
didn't know what they were talking about. 
Still, that's not our fault and criticisms are 
certainly useful , as long as we use them 
to bluff our tyrants. So far I uphold them 
strongly. 
The trouble begins when we get so 
familiar that we actually take them 
seriously and either accept what they tell 
us as true or, worse than ever, set about to 
imitate them. Once we get as far as this, 
no one knows where we will stop. We 
criticise and criticise and criticise, and at 
last, in a perfect fury of criticism, destroy 
everything before us. For that is what it 
always comes to-destruction. Nothing is 
safe. It is so easy to destroy, and when, at 
last, the work is completed and the poor 
mangled abstraction of a writer lies before 
us, then a jubilant superiority complex 
raises us up, up, far above the world of the 
base, the poor, uncritical creatures who have 
never learnt how to find fault. How strange 
that any man should commit such faults as 
this man has done! The more we think of 
them the greater they become. It is so easy 
to destroy. 
But it's a cowardly trick. I often wonder 
what would happen if the destroyed writer 
suddenly returned to earth to confront the 
glib undergraduate critic. How could we 
face them- the stern scorn of Milton, or the 
quiet amusement in Shakespeare's eyes? I 
wither at the thought. But, of course, we 
never criticise Shakespeare. He's too hard 
to get at and we have much easier game­
Pope, for instance. Would you face Pope 
with the knowledge of all you have said 
about him? I know I wouldn 't. If I had 
the slightest suspicion he was coming to visit 
me, you may be sure I'd be his staunchest 
admirer. I'd say anything to save myself. 
But I have no need, for there they lie, all 
dead, all these perfect specimens for me to 
dissect until, in the fullne'ss of time, my 
skill in dissecting brings me a B.A.. Truly, 
it is a dreadful, cowardly business. 
Of course, l suppose one could praise in­
stead of always destroying, but the argu­
ments against this course are overwhelming. 
To begin with, its not natural. Start to 
criticise and before you know where you 
are you're faultfinding, then abusing, until 
finally in the critical fever you reach the 
sublime decisio;i that the writer's not all 
he's cracked up to be. 
Of course, we usually put on the brake 
before we get to the logical conclusion. It 
would be too dangerous to go all the way, 
too committing. The write. is apt to revolt 
and the biter is bit, the critic criticised. The 
best way to avoid getting into this horrible 
mess is to conciliate any possible admirers. 
Do not praise. That is as fatal as over-abuse. 
Rather show that you realise all the 
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admirer's arguments, but sho'w that he starts 
from quite wrong ideas. Show that what he 
thought was due to the man himself was 
due to heredity or environment or gravita­
tion or something equally wide and non­
committal. Admit too that the poor wretch 
couldn't help his faults because they . also 
were due to these things. Then, if you are 
wise, you will give him just a little credit, 
nothing too definite, just enough, and then, 
standing over the half-destroyed writer, 
show yourself as a benevolent deity pardon­
ing the poor wretch he might have crushed. 
Of course, this is probing too far into the 
technique of criticism and is ·only for the 
expert. The ordinary critic does not adopt 
such subtle methods. Crude destruction is 
enough for him and any warning against 
praise is unnecessary. 
Yet there are a few who do not adopt the 
destructive method. They, fearing the pres­
tige of the classics or eager to hoist their 
obscure hero on the public and unaware of 
the difficulty of the path th.ey are taking, 
praise and admire. Very soon they fall into 
sentimental ravings. It is so hard to prove 
that a writer is admirable, so much harder 
than, by throwing a judicious limelight or. 
his faults, to prove that he is worthless. The 
critic who admires must resort to feeling, 
and feeling's a pretty difficult instrument 
for the uns~illed hand to wield. Therefore, 
my advice to the critic is-do not praise! 
So much for the imitator what of the 
classic critics themselves? L~king at the 
question in an open-minded way and with 
all due respect to the critics, why, in the 
name of fortune, do people want to read 
criticism? Of course, there's the pressure of 
examination, but in the end we become so 
depraved that not only do we ourselves set 
forth criticising but we actually enjoy read­
ing other people's criticisms. I admit that 
many of them are interesting and well 
written and considered for themselves alone 
are worth while. But they don't take the 
place of the original work. They may be 
better as works of art, but they shouldn't 
be stuck so hard on the criticised work. Take 
poor old Shakespeare. He has layers and 
layers of other people's personalities stuck 
all over him and we go on sticking our little 
personalities on too, not on to Shakespeare, 
few of us really get to him, but on to some 
of his critics. Say " Hamlet" to the average 
undergraduate and I 'II wager the first thing 
he thinks of is Bradley. Bradley is very 
good and I enjoy reading him as well as 
anyone, but he is helping in the process of 
burying Shakespeare. 
Now, Jet me see where I've arrived. It's 
cowardly to find fault with a writer, it's 
sentimental to praise him, and if you do 
neither and read other people's opinions 
you're using spectacles that don't suit your 
eyes, and all the time you're helping to bury 
the man. I see the defenders of criticism 
rushing at me with their arguments. I know 
they have plenty. I can see them· myself, 
thanks to my critical training. For that's the 
last stage of the disease-to criticise yourself, 
and I have got there. After that comes 
paralysis. It's impossible to do or say any­
thing with that imp of criticism always at 
one's ear. The little wretch, with a comical 
grin, shows me all the absurd statements I 
have made and argues and grins until l 
have to take them back--everyone-and 
there I am, just where I began. 
And so, having arrived there, I can once 
more look with unprejudiced eyes on the 
subject. Why do we read or write criticism? 
I suppose critics and critic-lovers will open 
their mouths in horror, but I have a lurking 
suspicion it is because it is ~o easy. No 
mental effort is required. The critic tells us 
everything about the writer and about his 
writings, more than we could find ourselves 
without a good deal of trouble. Then, when 
we come to writing ourselves, what's so easy 
as criticism? Pick on anyone or anything, 
it doesn't matter what, a book, a man, an 
idea, ourselves (or criticism) and talk about 
him or it until you think you've filled a few 
columns. Then you're looked on as some­
one rather clever, especially if you happen 
to have the same ideas as your readers. But 
even if you don't get any appreciation:com­
pare the ease of this method with the mental 
agony required to produce a short story, a 
poem, or a play! Is it any wonder the world 
is overwhelmed by its critics? 
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A Fool There Was 
(We fear our conrtributor has misinterpreted 
Baron X.-Ed.) 
I SINCERELY hope I am right. This may be, after all, merely one of those tan­
talising articles written with the approval, 
if not with the co-operation, of the editor 
to provide copy for subsequent issues in 
the expression of the outraged feelings of the 
readers of the original article. If such is the 
case I shall be the first to apologise to the 
editor for implicating him. I shall con­
gratulate the conspirators on the success of 
their strategy, but to myself I shall murmur 
a grateful "Thank God." a prayer of thanks 
for my deliverance from the invidious sus­
picion that was beginning to form in my 
mind, the suspicion that Baron X might be 
serious. 
In case this hypothesis be wrong, in our 
charity we might advance the suggestion 
that it is an attempt at cynicism-an at­
tempt to have a philosophy of life a little 
out of the ordinary-either of these, but 
above all, let us avoid that dreaded con­
clusion, that Baron X is serious. In the 
former case, of course, he is not much to be 
blamed beyond lending himself to the agree­
ment, in the latter case there may be some . 
hope for him, but if he is serious-well for 
one thing anything I may say will probably 
be futile, for if Berrington was a fool, his 
protagonist must likewise be categorised, 
and who listens to a fool-least of all 
Baron X. But he has delivered his blow, 
and even if in sublime disregard for any 
answering blow he now retires from the 
ring I shall have to go through my actions 
shadow-sparring though it be, but.. the gong 
has gone. 
-And Berrington was a fool. Yes 
Baron X is right, Berrington was a fool. 
He was a fool in the sense that Simon the 
Jester was a fool , ·in the sense that St. Fran­
cis of Assissi was a fool-"Ie jongleur de 
Oieu." He was a court fool. His court was 
humanity, his King was God, his wit was 
charity, and the answering smiles were 
smiles of gratitude, and if looking up into the 
face of his King he saw him smiling, who 
can blame him, for if a fool made God smile, 
who would not be a fool? Of course Berring­
ton was not religious-he was merely a great 
philanthropist, on such lines you will no 
doubt argue, but I must disagree. To be a 
philanthropist is of thy much to give much, 
but of thine all to give all is charity, and 
perfect Charity was Christ-who can say 
Berrington was not religious? 
There was one thing in Berrington's 
favour, he was a member of the noblest pro· 
fession-with the lamentable drawback, 
however, that he was an unusual member. 
Its ideals were not his ideals-he died in 
poverty-such an end was never contem· 
plated by his fellow members; he was a 
failure-his critic, a success in the profes­
sion, has a good practice, comparatively 
mediocre ability and a contempt for Ber­
rington, "and was not the least member of 
the noblest profession." "The noblest of 
them all ," presuming that nobility in re­
gard to an occupation is measured by suc­
cess in that occupation if it is a noble one, 
extorted exorbitant fees for a few minutes' 
work from a half-~tarved woman to remove 
her tonsils; by the time it was paid probably 
he would have to attend her for consumption 
due to ill-nourishment, having no money to 
buy food, and might end by signing her 
certificate of death due to brain fever, 
worrying over the payment of his second 
account. I can only say-God help the 
moneylender. 
For your difficulty, my friend, if I con­
clude aright, you have yourself supplied 
the reason. You never, on your own admis­
sion, understood your friend, and you made 
no pretence of doing so. You were in con­
tact with a man you did not understand, 
and after a summing up of fifteen years' 
evidence, none of which you understood, 
you deliver your judgment with unhesitancy 
and clearness-Berrington was a fool. You 
could not understand him, you could not 
appreciate him, but without reservation you 
call him a fool; had you possessed either 
appreciation or understanding you might 
not have condemned him; you did so on 
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your own shortcomings-yet you donned 
the black cap with a firm hand. 
Then there arises the barrier of poverty: 
it separated Berrington and Baron X-the 
fool and non-fool. Considering together the 
two statements "Like most fools he died 
penniless" and " He was a fool because he 
had ideas of his profession which his pock.et 
could not stand," Baron X appears to be 
maintaining that he was a fool because he 
died poor. But here we have an anomaly. 
From the former statement we can logically 
infer " Some fools did not die poor;" hence 
poverty cannot be the hallmark of a fool. So 
after all Berrington was no more a fool be­
cause he was poor than Baron X might have 
been the fool because he was not poor. But 
allowing that to be poor is to be a fool for two 
thousand years th.e world has greatly mis­
judged the young man in the Gospel whom 
Christ admonished to leave all to follow 
Him, and who turned away sorrowful; an<l 
we should do well to remember the saints 
were mostly poor. St. Francis to whom is 
sometimes attributed th.e changing of the 
course of history was a beggar, and Christ 
had not whereon to lay His head. 
So having allowed the statement in this 
form, and I hope disproved it, let us question 
it in another way. Should it not read rather 
" like most fools h.e died without money." 
Surely money is not the only measure of 
wealth, surely a grateful memory treasured 
in the heart is more than nothing, and a life 
saved more than sounding brass. If such is 
not your contention Baron, it is well you 
had a clear brain and a steady hand, or as 
the Editor wisely remarked, you had been 
poor indeed. 
The common argument advanced against 
idealists, that they lose touch with the 
actual, is presumably advanced against 
Berrington in the statement "He had ideas 
of the profession which his pocket could not 
stand." We shall reply that it was inas­
much as he pursued a practical end that he 
was an idealist. He was an idealist because 
he realised the person through emancipation 
from the individual; because by virtue of 
the rational personality that is in everyone, 
and which can be realised only as it tends 
to realise the same personality in his fellow, 
he idealised the practical life which he lead. 
Any de.ed for another idealises our life, 
breaks down its limitations. 
" For a true ministry to human need .... 
opens up the other worlds of experience, the 
world of poverty, of sorrow, of doubt, of 
temptation, of sin. It unlocks the chambers 
of the human heart." 
I might conclude with the expression of a 
wish that if Berrington was a fool may the 
whole world become fools-may. the order 
be reversed till reeling in madness, the earth 
can show but one wise man-Baron X, but 
be could no longer be a member of the 
noblest profession for would it not then be 
the profession of fools? 
C. B. BYRNE . 
• 
THE HEIGHTS OF ALBION 
On the h e ights of Albion, overlooking vale 
and hill , 
And the city and the river where it twists 
and twines between, 
I am dreaming, and a slumber softly dissipates 
my will 
Of the past and of the future, what things 
ultimately mean. 
From the heights of Albion high above I 
look about 
On the city of poinsettia, on the jacaranda 
town, 
Gemmed with jewels bright and costly that are 
lavishly set out 
As though rainbow clouds of sunset had 
rained red and purple down. 
Should I ever leave the river that is winding 
to the sea, 
And the hundred hills of Brisbane, you w!ll 
know my thoughts have gone, 
Though a thousand leagues divide the town 
that I have loved from me, 
Winging from the dim horizon to the heights 
of Albion. 
M. DE VISME GIPPS. 
I 
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Shakespeare's Men 
\VAS reading an art i c 1 e on 
"Shakespeare's Women" the other day, 
a11d it occurred to me that the male charac­
ters would respond to similar treatment. 
And let me say before I go any further 
that there are still three or four of the 
plays I have not read, so I don't claim to 
speak with authority. But a few thoughts 
suggested themselves on the subject, and 
here they are. 
The first Shakespearean I ever "did," in 
the examination sense, was " The Merchant 
of Venice," and the thing that struck me 
most was the futility of Bassanio. I have 
never understood what Portia could see in 
him, and the same may be said of most of 
the heroes of the early comedies. They have 
a self-satisfaction that verges on smugness. 
l_t fairly oozes out of the three young noble­
men in "Love's Labours Lost," and I can 
never feel too grateful that Shakespeare 
allowed the princess and her train to take 
them down a peg or two. The same disagree· 
able quality is evident in the "two young 
gentlemen" of Verona, and the Duke in 
" Twelfth Night" likewise has it in full 
measure. Of course, I am not meaning to 
suggest that Shakespeare cut all these men 
after one pattern, but they have very much 
in common. One is tired of hearing in­
genious theories on the subject of Shake­
speare's possible likes and dislikes, but it 
does look as if he hadn't much time for the 
young bloods of his own day. These "beard­
less boys," well born, well educated, well 
supplied with money, overflowing with self­
satisfaction, were of as little real importance 
in the world then as they are to-day. Shake­
speare doesn't attempt to tell us so; he 
merely holds the mirror up to nature in 
his own impartial , inimitable fashion , and 
as they cross the stage of the theatre or of 
life, we cannot forbear a smile at these 
young men who take themselves so very 
seriously. 
· Obviously there are exceptions to this 
somewhat sweeping generalisation concern­
ing Shakespeare's early heroes, if they can 
be called heroes, for their only claim to the 
title lies in the fact that they marry the 
heroine, who is usually quite unmistakable. 
Orlando is a little more tolerable, for he 
is poor and exiled, and not at all sure of 
himself. There is something rather wistful 
about Orlando too, so that altogether one 
feels a sympathy for him which is denied 
to the more pretentious figures of some of 
the plays. 
Petruchio is another exception; he is a 
boor. Bassanio and company are polished 
and harmless, but this big, swaggering bully 
is neither, and the only quality which makes 
him tolerable is the breeziness with which 
he carries things off. 
Then there's Benedict- he's the most 
intriguing of them all. Clever, witty, but 
not with the flashy glitter that proclaims a 
cold, hard nature behind it. There are plenty 
of excellent men who would have im­
mediately felt pleased ar;id a trifle superior 
on hearing that a woman like Beatrice had 
fallen in love with him. He didn't even pity 
her-and it takes a man of some generosity 
of spirit not to do that. A~ove all, he was 
a man of action, a man who would be a 
good comrade in a tight co.rner. 
And so we come to Romeo. No other man 
in Shakespeare has the bloom and freshness 
of youth as Romeo has it. He is so young, 
so ardent, so very much in earnest. The 
unspeakable bliss of youth, its unutterable 
despair- he feels them both in all their 
intensity. And he is purposeful too, wastes 
no time in talk and argument. The swiftness 
of his decision to see Juliet once again and 
die with her when he hears the news of her 
death , sets our hearts beating in sympathy, 
but there is terror in the thought of that 
wild ride through the night to Verona, and 
the agony that was driving that "betossed 
soul " to its death. 
Generally speaking, it is the common 
people who show up best in the early plays, 
men like Bottom and the Gobbos. Shake­
speare drew these men with a loving hand. 
He knew them so well; their little petty 
knaveries, their childishness, their humour, 
their naive superstitions, their interest in 
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the world around them-all the trivial de­
tails that go to the making up of these men 
who live and die unknown to fame, but 
who are. none the less human for that. The 
conventions of the day, the tastes of his 
patrons, obliged Shakespeare to fill his plays 
with exalted personages, but it is the 
ordinary common run of mankind which 
interests him. The gardener in "Richard I!," 
the grave diggers in " Hamlet," Dogberry 
and Verges.--they are real men, there are 
no two alike. What can one say of them 
but that they are the very essence of 
humanity. 
One could not talk about Shakespeare's 
men without mentioning Falstaff. The most 
gifted critics have used all their resources 
of their art in their efforts to do justice to 
their subject, but this does not daunt us: 
we too must pay our tribute to the fat 
knight. Of course, he is an old rip, an old 
devil, anything you like, but even the 
straight-laced do not wish to close their 
hearts against him. He is as funny as Mr. 
Micawber, but infinitely more human. For 
cool cheek there is not his match in the 
whole of literature; who but Falstaff would 
dare to claim the credit of an exploit wi1ich 
rightly belonged to a prince? Yet where his 
precious skin is in danger he is the most 
arrant coward--yet how inimitably he 
shuffles off the discredit of his cowardice. 
He is greedy, he is lazy, he is all the things 
he ought not to be, but we love him none 
the less, and that is more than we can say 
of Prince Hal, who, if he had not another 
sin against his name than the rejection of 
Falstaff, might strive in vain for the 
affection we bestow so readily on his 
disreputable follower. 
This brings us to a consideration of the 
historical figures. If we confine ourselves to 
the English historical plays there are few 
who will not allow that Richard I I is the 
most atractive figure, despite the greater 
lustre of Henry V and his victories. Richard 
is weak, he is not a man of honour, justice 
is not in him, but he haS' a high, imaginative 
quality that far outshines his deficiencies. 
We feel that fate has played a hard trick 
on him in making him a king when he is 
not equal to it. The odds are so over­
whelmingly against him that we cannot do 
otherwise than pity him. 
Henry V is a fine , spirited figure, the 
most kingly of all the kings except Lear, 
who does not, however, belong to the 
chronicle-history group at all. Henry V 
fires all our patriotism. He is a soldier, a 
leader of men, and Shakespeare has given 
him some glorious speeches. Many commen­
tators have seen in him Shakespeare's ideal 
man, but he has not the fine nobility of 
soul we expect of the true hero. He is the 
Elizabethan ideal perhaps, fearless, never 
reeking the odds against him, glorying in 
the battle, and scornful of the foe, yet 
shrewd, not over-hasty, never throwing away 
a chance. But underneath is just common 
selfishness. 
We cannot leave the subject without say­
ing something of the four great tragic 
figures in the presentation of whom Shake­
speare reached the peak and pinnacle of his 
greatness-Hamlet, Othello, Lear, Macbeth. 
1t is hopeless to attempt to deal adequately 
with all of them. We will select one of them, 
by no means as a type, but through whom 
we may show, though never so faintly and 
unworthily, the wonder, the reverence, and 
the love we would bestow upon them all. 
And let that one be Hamlet. It is as a 
student we must often think of him, and 
even in the pomp and ceremony of the 
Danish court, he seems to be surrounded 
with a faint, academic atmosphere of his 
own. His youth is another common bond­
and who says Hamlet is old? It is the bitter­
ness of youth that barbs his irony, a bitter­
ness that haS' had no chance of the tempering 
of experience. His impulsiveness is young, 
for Hamlet is not merely a dreamer and a 
bookworm. He can act on the spur of the 
moment with all the hot-headedness of 
youth. His idealism is not the idealism of 
full maturity. In all that he says and does, 
Hamlet awakens an answering chord in our­
selves; it is small wonder that he winds 
into our hearts. What shall we say of this 
noble and most sovereign intellect? He is so 
complex; like his creator he is myriad­
minded. Ophelia calls him courtier, soldier, 
scholar , but he is a thousand things beside 
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-philosopher, actor, v1s1onary, lover. In a whole gallery not even mentioned-Mer­
Hamlet as far as it is possible we are given cutio, Shylock, Brutus, Coriolanus. One 
a glimpse of the limitless vista of the human thing this halting attempt has made me 
mind and soul. realise: one has no right to speak of "Shake­
! do not pretend to have dealt fully with speare's men"; one should speak rather of 
the men we have touched on , and there is humanity. 
~fJ)~ 
THE CASTLE AND THE VOICE: A FRAGMENT. 
The rocks hold legends of the centuries 
That never yet has mortal tongue bespoke: 
But they are whispered when the moon is high 
In starry sides, where angels interweave 
A shimmering cloak of phosphorescent light. 
And earth is shadowed with a thousand shades, 
Twisting and turning as the trees are tossed 
Dy Pver:v wind that sings its sweet, low song~, 
To sleeping birds, that in their slumber hear, 
And stir, and utter nothings in their dreams, 
And fall asleep again in dreamless slumber. 
When silence and a stirring fill the world, 
The stirring of the shadow of the night, 
Then is the secret whispered, where the moon 
Looks down upon the ghostly traceries. 
There is a Voice, without a form. that stancls 
And whispers at the gates of Heaven in pain, 
In anguish, but which still laments in vain. 
The g-ates are shut, the s11irits of the years 
Are fast within the portals. This alone 
Remains outside to beg, to sigh, to moan. 
The gates are shut, and Peter holds the keys. 
The shape that has no form sobs in the dark, 
And sobbing still, a Voice that men mistake, 
If they should hear it, for the moaning wind , 
Returns from whence it came. 
In a grey glade 
It pauses, and a voice is there for those 
'l'hat hear and understand the anguished 
words. 
The trees grow high o'erhead, their tops fast 
knit 
By shadows of the moon to earth below, 
Where light and shadow weave a mazy net 
Of changing figures. Round the trees are 
twined, 
Bending with age, creepers ancl lawyer vines, 
That pluck at strangers, keeping what is their's 
Unseen and unprofaned by wanton gaze. 
But, oh, the scene they hide! The chosen 
few 
Who hear the Voice that wanders down the 
years 
Have only seen it. 'l'here is grandeur there 
That hides unguessed and guarded jealously. 
There are great pillars rising to the sky, 
Carven in antique forms of beauty rare, 
That Time, that through the ages wears away, 
Has only made more beauteous. Arches high 
Of great and lofty doorways meet the eye, 
And massy walls hewn out of living stone, 
Carven in forms that never man had seen 
But hid his face in wonder at its shape. 
The Castle, and the Voice. Nought else 
remains 
From out the ages of a distant past. 
Yet, as the Voice is formless, so the great 
And massive castle has no staying form. 
The archways ope to nothing but a stone. 
And here and there the walls have fallen down 
The sides of the ravine on which they stood, 
Fallen to be a ruin, fallen to be a monument 
To all -consuming Time. The gardens fair 
And lovely green-lawned courtyards, where 
In olden time the silver laughter vied 
~-ith golden fountain's plash, are overgrown 
\Vith many trees, whose stalwart heads rear up 
A hundred feet to kiss the dome of Heaven, 
And smaller trees grow where the flowers 
bloomed. 
And in this desolation moans the Voice, 
A wordless moan of anguish through the night, 
Sighing in beauty of the wilderness 
For beauty of a long-forgotten age; 
And those whose ear is tuned to catch the 
Voice, 
Hear it, and l{now that moan is not the wind. 
A thousand years ago Maressa lived 
\Vithin the beauty of that former time, 
When all was peace and quiet, long before 
That formless Voice moaned down the 
centuries-
The Voice of that forgotten age, which grieves 
Until someone shall hear and understand 
T'he tale it has to tell; when such a one 
Has come, and writ the tale, then shall it 
cease 
Its bootless moanings at the gates of Heaven, 
For Peter will unlock the golden gate, 
\Vhen all the tale is told. The Voice still 
moans, 
And all its history seres with ghostly brand 
Into my heart, and I must wander, too, 
And listen where the spirit lists to roam, 
And catch the story from its burning lips; 
The tale that must be told, or I too roam 
Unheard without the heavy gates, and we, 
Twin spirits in our torments down the years, 
Must tell the story that, when it is heard, 
Men say, "The night wind moans without. Shut 
fast 
The door." And we, we watch with cold 
despair, 
And the cold blast that is inborn in us 
\Vith man's unkindness, utters from our lips 
An icy breath, that even the trees who know 
Shiver, and turn their faces far from us. 
So must the tale be told, that that lone Voice, 
The spirit of a long-forgotten age,, 
At last may find the rest the telling brings 
In that eternity so long withheld. 
M. DE VISME GIPPS. 
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Swinburne-A Maker of Music 
I DO not think that any critical lover of 
poetry would hold that either music or 
thought, in itself, is the whole of a poem. 
No, the supreme artist is he in whose work 
thought and musical power are so inter­
fused that one seems to be born of the other; 
they are co-existent and both are essentials. 
But I do maintain that a poem which is 
sheer music and barely anything further is 
infinitely preferable to unpolished thought, 
and ev.en outweighs a mediocre work in 
which there is some degree of each. 
You may wonder at these, I am afraid, 
dogmatic statements. The fact is, I am up 
in arms for that much-slan<lered Victorian­
Swinburne He was perhaps not a supreme 
artist in the light of my definition, but he 
was a great poet, and unlike many who 
reign far above him, a poet absolute in his 
allegiance to poetry, pure and unadulterated. 
Some have turned prophets, some preachers, 
and some have tried to teach, but Swinburne 
always remained absorbed in a lyrical 
ecstacy- a singer and not a seer. 
Even broad-minded people, who have 
consented to look beyond his subject mat­
ter (and at times. I admit, this is rotten to 
the core) purely to enjoy his music, have 
scorned him as a mere master of metrical 
ingenuity, a juggler with words. To all 
these I make answer that it is then an en­
chanted, inspired juggling, and comes from 
an overwhelming impulse towards beauty 
of form and sound. Equally with Tennyson 
he deserves to be known as a great master 
of verbal music. 
His range of melody is limitless and 
always exquisite-revelling in the grandeur 
of the coryamb, the dactyl and the anapaest, 
his music is orchestral in effect, with the 
harmony of many instruments, the thunder­
ing of storm-driven waves, combined with 
the low lisp of leaves in the wind. Every­
one knows the famous processional ana­
paests of Atalanta in Calydon, which he 
never surpassed. 
"\Yhen the hounds of spring are on winter's 
traces, 
The mother of months in 1neadow or plain, 
Fills the shadows and windy places 
\\rith lisp of leaves and ripples of rain; 
And the brown bright nightingale amorous 
Is half assuaged for ltylus, 
For the Thracian ships and the foreign faces, 
The tongueless vigil, and all the pain." 
This is his great lyrical achievement, but 
he can play, too, this juggler with words," 
with the loud pedal down, in melodies rich 
and varied, measures of magnificent freedom. 
Read­
"\\' ing>< that warred with the winds of morning, 
Storm winds rocking the great red dawn , 
('lose at last, and a film is drawn 
Over the eyes of the storm-bird, scorning 
Now no longer the loud wind's warning, 
\\'aves that threaten or waves that fawn." 
And then take up" The Match" or "Love 
at Sea" and see how his lyrics can be 
pianissimo too, stanzas of matchless music. 
"If love were what the rose is, 
And I were like the leaf, 
Our lives would grow together 
In sad or singing weather, 
Blown fields or flowerful closes, 
G1·een pleasure or grey grief; 
If love were what the rose is, 
And I were like the leaf. 
[f I were what the words are, 
And love were like the tune, 
\\'ith double sound and single 
Delight our lips would mingle, 
\\'ith kisses glad as birds are 
That get sweet rain at noon; 
If I were what the words are, 
And love were like the tune." 
But for pure simplicity, reminiscent of 
Browning at his lyric best, "Love at Sea," 
1-.·ith its elfin music, is even better­
"\Ve are in love's hand to-day; 
vVhere shall we go? 
Love, shall we start or stay, 
Or sail or row? 
T'here's many a wind and way, 
And never a May but May; 
\\' e are in love's hand to-day; 
Where shall we g;o ?" 
Critics have reiterated that he is the poet 
of youth, and that one quickly outgrows 
\\'hat may hav.e been an unquestionable 
allegiance to the "Swinburnian mood." 1 
do think that for everyone. sooner or later, 
most of what he says must cease to have 
more than a purely musical import, but I 
do not understand · how it ceases to have 
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that. I cannot see how anyone could ignore l<,ace to face with its own desire; 
A delight that rebels, a desire that reposes;
or despise the poet who wrote in "A Leave l shall hate sweet music my whole life long."
Taking"­
The surpassing melody of his verse which 
"Let us go hence, my songs; she will not hear. even Tennyson could not better, his in­Let us go hence together without fear; 
Keep silence now, for singing-time is over, stinctive perception of the music latent in 
AP.cl over all old things, and all things dear." our language, are not things to be scorned, 
or worse-forgotten. People overlook this,And in "The Triumph of Time," rising 
that what he set out to be was a poet, not a higher, as an organist builds up his tone. 
moralist, and I maintain that it is a shame­
"I shall never be friends again with roses. ful thing that Swinburne should be remem­
I shall loathe sweet tunes, where a note grown bered as the writer who caused such a storm strong 
RPlents and recoils, and climbs and closes, in the British tea-kettle, and not as one of 
As a wave of the sea turned by by song. the most musical lyrists of English literature. There are sounds where the soul's delight takes 
fire, s.c. 
WIND SONG 
There's a wind in the trees this evening, 
Wild and fluting and high, 
Calling me out to the fleeting clouds 
And the blackness that rushes by. 
Wild and savage, it calls me 
Into the dark of the night, 
Where the trees are sobbing and swaying 
'Neath the cold wind's searing flight. 
Up and away through the blackness, 
Savage perhaps it may be, 
But untrammelled by life or conventions 
It rouses emotions in me, 
Feelings of impotent fury 
That body confines me to ground, 
When I would be spirit unhampered, 
Merged in the mighty sound 
Of the wind that ranges unshackled, 
Fierce, and free in the sky, 
Tossing the weeping branches, 
And rolling the darkness by. 
M. DE VISME GIPPS. 
'1'0 GWYNNETH 
I sat in silence on a little hill 
And watched a cloud drift slowly o'er the sky, 
And listened to a meadow lark fulfil 
In golden notes its heaven-born ecstasy. 
Soft lay the sun upon the pleasant field 
Where cornflowers blossomed out, and daisies 
pied 
Lifted their faoes up, and ever pealed 
A silvery laughter from a brook beside. 
All smiled upon me, and the shadows flew 
Which had obscured the garden of my soul; 
Fond Nature bade me joy in love of you 
And cast for ever off my gloomy stole: 
Thus spake my heart, then Reason counselled 
me, 
" Be still, thou fool, thou lovest who loves 
not thee." 
"JUNIUS." 
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On Music Heard at Bedtime 
MUSIC heard at bedtime! The phrase 
gave me that sudden flash which comes 
when one reads something marvellous in 
its felicity of expression, -something which 
calls up straightway one's faculty of com­
plete and uncompromising admiration, 
something which is more than that, which 
amazes one with its sheer wizardry. The 
medium is forgotten when art achieves per­
fection: and we, when we behold such 
things, forget the medium through which 
we live, and through which all art must be 
expressed, "this muddy vesture of decay." 
Be we ne'er so blase we cannot help but 
catch our breath, when suddenly we come 
upon the perfect phrase-whether it be in 
a turn of wording, in a run of notes, or in 
the swaying of a slender tree. "That's good!" 
escapes us, and we may not know we've 
spoken. These moments come rarely, and 
more rarely as we grow older, but now and 
then they will come to everyone. 
And when the phrase projects a picture 
from the past we gape ev.en more. "This 
fellow," we say, "not only has he felt just 
as we have, but he's been in exactly those 
places which have impressed themselves on 
us, and he's felt there just exactly as we 
have." 
At Grammar School, when prep. was over, 
X having been in charge, often he would 
take a couple of the Seniors up to his den, 
where, dazed amid carpets and luxurious 
chairs and cups of coffee (as compared, you 
will understand, with the prep, room), he 
would set us free to browse through his 
books and to put on the gramophone what 
records we chose. 
The " Minuet in G " as played by Kreis­
ler was, of course, my first love-who has 
not at one time or another been moved by 
that most dainty of dances? Then came 
other string pieces-" Souvenir" I remem­
ber especially, and " Love's Sorrow" and 
"Love's Joy" .... 
Some songs I liked greatly (and es­
pecially some of the Irish country songs), 
but in general I preferred singing in the 
daytime or earlier in the evening. 
Then came a period during which piano 
music meant more pleasure to me than any 
other. Those of more obvious meaning and 
emotion appealed to me first , of course-­
" Liebestraume," "Traumerei," and so on. 
Slowly then I came to Chopin: and when 
one night X compared Shelley with Chopin, 
my love of the one made more firm my 
growing love of the other. 
"No more-oh, never more!" How often 
do we hear this in Chopin! Then, too, both 
lose us in the pure beauty they have drawn 
from the materials of their art. We do not 
move ourselves to think what the beauty 
might mean, we are quite forgetful of the 
world and emotions and thought. 
It was a dreamy hour. The lights were 
shaded, one side of the room was covered 
with books-and , of course, we were so away 
from school life, so far away from irregular 
verbs and conics. 
Many other times, too, has music heard 
at bedtime been sweet to me. The last few 
numbers of a concert in the City Hall .... 
music at a church .... I hope that this will 
bring back pleasant thoughts to some of you. 
S.L.R. 
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The W aterspider and the Oaf 
THERE are only two essentials for a 
perfect hike; not as the text books 
would have it a good physique and stout 
boots; nor as fond mothers timidly suggest 
good weather and easy country; nor as the 
beauty seekers love, mountainous country 
and good views; the two and the only two 
essentials are good pals and a vivid imagina­
tion. Of the two I shamelessly insist that 
the imagination is more important. Pals 
make the journeying pleasant, but it is 
imagination that brings the intense joy of 
looking back on the unbearable hardships 
that were suffered, the unsurmountable ob­
stacles that were overcome; it is the im­
agination alone that produces the doughty 
deeds that enthral! the maiden fair. Not 
that all things need embellishment ; for in­
stance, when the Beetle's swag went hiking, 
the facts alone were almost too impressive. 
Another very important item is chocolate 
for emergencies, so we took a large supply. 
Next on the list is a good map (though I 
maintain the importance of food) . A map 
has two disadvantages in that even sur­
veyors have imagination, especially in rough 
country, and most maps ignore such trivial 
details as the sides of hills. For instance, 
after camping in the fork of Running Creek, 
Beetle and the Oaf and the other two set 
off at 7 a.m. for the waterfalls two miles 
away on the map. Three left their choco­
late in the tent to be safe for emergencies, 
but the Oaf took his with him and nibbled it 
on the way. The creek roared down a gorge, 
with dense scrub on either side, and Beetle 
showed that he was really a Water-Spider 
by hopping nimbly from boulder to boulder, 
while the poor Oaf, who was in terrible fear 
of getting wet, kept nibbling his chocolate 
and got left behind. Suddenly, at nine 
o'clock, an emergency arose, for, although 
the white water rushing among black 
boulders beneath dark overhanging trees 
was very beautiful , there was no waterfa!I 
and no breakfast. The Oaf had only a very 
small piece of chocola,te left. The banks rose 
steeper and the creek grew more rapid , and 
the Oaf fell right in , until at last a dull 
roar and a cold wet gale cheered us ; a sharp 
bend led us into a circular chasm where we 
saw the wide white fall, almost two hundred 
feet deep, split by little crags into a series 
of Gothic circles. We reached camp for 
breakfast at 2 p.m.; but so pleased that we 
forgot to curse the map. 
Next day we set off down the South 
Branch for Lamington Plateau. Ahead of 
us loomed the sturdy crest of the dividing 
ridge, two thousand feet of steep forest 
slopes rising to a short dark cliff; to the 
left the creek was roaring in a little gully 
about fifty yards away; on both sides the 
scrub rose steeply to two long spurs; black 
and white cockatoos and king parrots were 
screaming above us; the only signs of 
civilisation were two muddy cattle pads 
leading to the outermost farm, a few miles 
back. But the map showed a broad white 
valley ahead of us flanked by "sides sloping 
up to the plateau," so in innocent confidence 
we pushed off. The slopes, alas, grew 
gradually steeper, so cut by cross gullies, 
that at last going was impossible; we de­
cided to make along the top of the ridge. 
As we climbed the steepness increased until 
leaving the belt of trees we saw cliffs in 
front. "Of course, there would be no trouble 
about them," so with one final burst the 
Oaf reached the base; the Beetle was not 
so fortunate, and dumped his swag on a 
ledge while he sought a way up. Suddenly 
the swag went hiking; over and over, now 
the roll and now the tucker bag, smaller 
and smaller, until pop and it was a comet, 
trailing flour dust through the trees. As soon 
as the last stone ceased to clatter Beetle 
wearily set off in pursuit. He returned 
triumphant an hour later; a dented tin of 
butter and a slightly lighter flour bag were 
the whole of the damage in the five hundred 
foot journey. Perched on a rock ledge a 
foot wide we masticated our damper and 
cheese and looked at the "broad white" 
valley; the whiteness merely indicated lack 
of ink on the map, for eastward the stream 
rose steeply, kinked by spur behind spur 
as far as the eye could see; across the creek 
the plateau rose in steep timbered slopes to 
a narrow belt of cliff, topped by a gentle 
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forested curve; to the west a dark green 
spur dipped down to form a narrow pass, 
here and there pines pushed their uncouth 
heads high above the surrounding scrub. 
From the creeks two thousand feet below, 
hidden but for a smother of foam showing 
here and there through the trees, mists rose 
continuously, mists that formed themselves 
into fantastic little clouds floating below 
and around us. It was good to watch; not 
pretty, perhaps not beautiftil, but strange 
and somehow inspiring. We did scale the 
cliffs; the spur still rose very steeply; the 
soil was loose, the rocks were wet; so the 
Beetle evolved a theory that Jong as one 
was pressing on the ground a backward 
fall was impossible. The Oaf, who had 
feared so intensely a docking in the creek, 
did not even entertain the idea of a fall 
over the unseen cliffs below and down, down, 
down to the rough rock scree. So while the 
Beetle hugged the cliff and grunted his way 
up like a great grey grub we stepped and 
slipped and brabbed in a frenzied haste to 
the next foothold before the last one gave. 
Eventually it rained and the four of us sat, 
alone, on a steep mountain side. We could 
see each other, we could see the bright grass 
and the wettening brown earth as far as the 
edge, a hundred and fifty feet below; we 
could see the white sheet that was hissing 
steadily around us; we could think of the 
two hours till nightfall and the nearest camp­
ing spot. At dusk we pitched tents on the 
very spot we had left that morning and 
joyfully realised that at least we were not 
retreating. 
By crossing the creek we did reach the 
tail-end of the plateau. We ate chocolate 
and played with a leech until the mists 
cleared slightly and we glimpsed Christmas 
Creek. Then, as usual , it rained ; we pushed 
into a belt of scrub as far as we could get, 
and ate our damper at the top of a land­
slide. The rain ceased and very slowly the 
white mask rose until the whole valley, per­
fectly flat, was stretching on our left in an 
ever-widening sweep to the grey great 
divide sullenly Jumped on the horizon. 
Close by, on the south, rose Neglected 
Mountain, a gloomy dark green; across the 
valley the cleared and curiously angular 
sides of the Wonga Wallens ran away to 
the north from the massive circular cliffs 
of Buchanan's Fort; beyond that double­
humped Widgee, faced with high cliffs, 
stood against the north of the valley; a long 
stretch of cliff two thousand feet sheer rose 
to the plateau on the south, and, strangest 
perhaps of all we saw two white streaks of 
waterfalls on the flat cliff face. This view, 
too, beneath the low clouds was by no means 
pretty, awesome rather, but it took a long 
time to get home that afternoon; we did not 
rhapsodise, we did not talk much about it, 
but each new glimpse along the track 
brought us to a standstill. We just wanted 
to stop and look and then to find a better 
vantage point and stop and look again, or 
sometimes to dry the map in the fitful sun­
shine before puzzling over it once more. 
We did not see the wild flowers of 
National Park (though we felt the stinging 
trees) , we only touched on one tiny corner 
of it; we did not see it in the sunshine, but 
it spoke to us and thrilled us and will always 
call us back. 
THE OAF. 
OVERHEARD IN THE TRAM. 
" Yes, my dear, we are going to His 
Majesty's to see the display corsets and 
abominable belts." 
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Out of the Ages 
"J HEARD of a most interesting discovery 
to-day," said Maurier, as we met the 
other evening, and without waiting for my 
inquiry he went on. 
"I met Professor Harlan whom, I think, 
you know, and in his usual enthusiastic 
manner he told me of the latest ' find." It 
seems that somewhere in the Tyrol Hills, 
at the base of a sheer cliff face, two human 
skeletons were found. The bones had been 
unearthed by the shifting of a small moun­
tain stream and were examined by German 
and Swiss anthropologists. They determined 
the skeletons to be male and female, and 
they are believed to be of some primitive 
stock. The curious part of the whole thing 
is that the backs of both skeletons were 
broken in many places. It would suggest 
they fell down the top of the cliff, but since 
there is no way of reaching the top, that 
has to be ruled out. I suppose it was only 
some ancient custom to break the backs 
before burial. However, there it is," he 
finished, and turned the conversation to 
something else. On the way to the theatre 
both of us found much to talk of and quite 
soon we were in our seats. 
Maurier became quite interested in the 
play, but it did not appeal to me and I 
found my thoughts wandering to what he 
had said of the find in the Tyrol Hills. 
Somehow Maurier's explanation of the 
broken backs did not fit into what I knew 
of the manners and customs of thi early 
stock. His alternative theory seemed quite 
feasible, for it cou Id be possible for passes 
and defiles of ancient times to be completely 
obliterated, since districts nearby had shown 
evidences of much rock movement within 
the time of written records. There did not 
seem any reason why those human beings 
had not fallen from somewhere higher up 
in the mountains. But why were they there? 
My imagination played with the question , 
and the theatre and its surroundings faded 
before other scenes which passed by the 
window of my rhind. 
As from afar I saw the deep mist stealing 
over the clearing at nightfall, seeming to 
accentuate the moisture-laden air. A faint 
gleam came from the carefully protected 
fire that was never allowed to go out either 
by day or night, but this only served to 
throw into stronger relief a few dark­
coloured figures. There has been a stillness 
as of death all day, and the warriors have 
not yet returned to dispel it. The evening 
meal will break the quietness for a time, 
and then each warrior will seek his hut. As 
the shadows lengthen into the black gloom 
cf night eyes stand out like points of fire 
in the thick undergrowth. The warriors are 
already very late and they will have to 
shout and sing as they come lest too many 
of them be carried off by the beasts, that 
grow bolder with deepening night. 
0.iear the pits filled with sharp stakes on 
the outskirts of the clearing and behind one 
of the rude dwellings which are scattered 
about without any order or qrrangement, a 
young woman is waiting. Her features are 
not discernable in the gloom but her anxiety 
causes her to move restlessly about. As she 
passes the sacred fire she is s.een to be finely 
and w.ell built with a certain proud arroaance 
in her bearing, which seems to indic~te a 
member of the first family .' This is borne 
out by the nearness to the sacred tire of the 
rude dwelling she occasionally enters. She 
now stands as near to the edge of the clear­
ing as she dares, as if listening intently. She 
is sure of it now; the faint murmer becomes 
a shouted song from many throats. Presently 
the warriors burst into the clearing, relieved 
to be out of danger zone. Then follow the 
hurried movements of women preparing the 
meal from carcases brought in by the 
warriors. The young woman who waited 
for their coming is busy with them but often 
her eyes turn in the direction of the hut of 
her father. 
The light from the now leaping flames of 
the fire plays on three figures who recline in 
front of the hut, their weapons beside them. 
They are her father, her father's brother 
and the leading warrior. They are talking 
se riously together, not of the day's hunting 
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l'ut of some crime which has been com­
mitted. The youngest of the three is vehe­
mently disagreeing with the other two. 
"Why should we acknowledge Trogda as 
a member of our clan? Have we not out­
lawed him?" he asks. 
Nahalweg, the father of the clan replies, 
"until he slew Kombal he was a member of 
our clan and we must make restitution to 
the clan of the Ombalites on the far side of 
the mountains. And since Kombal was a 
member of their first family, a member of 
my family must be the recompense. Auralla, 
blood of my blood, flesh of my flesh, must 
be taken to them tomorrow. It can not be 
otherwise for it is the custom of the fathers 
and I should be wrong were I to forget what 
has been handed down from my father to 
me. Enough! I have spoken. Let us now 
eat." 
They rise and make their way to where 
places await them in the circle round the 
fire and soon they are busy with their nightly 
meal. 
Presently some retire to their huts, taking 
something of the feast to eat in seclusion. 
Among them, Halreg, the leading warrior, 
also leaves the circle and unnoticed reaches 
the shadows of the patriach's hut. In a few 
moments comes Auralla, the woman who 
waited the warrior's arrival. They stand in 
passionate embrace, primitive man in love 
with primitive woman, knowing nothing but 
the irresistable call of mateship. Forgotten 
is the law of custom binding on each mem­
ber of the clan and that to resist meant death 
to him, while she would be taken to the 
tribe of the Ombalites. To-night they are 
together and morning will bring another 
day, another world. What is life to them ii 
1t means regret, and far into the night in 
the solace of each others arms they stay '· .. 
When morning dawns and the warriors 
assemble for the first meal his eyes meet 
hers in understanding. Soon they depart, 
Auralla walking proudly between her father 
::i.nd her lover. Her father talks to his 
brother and she can listen to Halreg as he 
speaks. of the night that is past. 
Soon they reached a narrow pass in the 
hills on their journey to the Ombalites, and 
here they can walk only two abreast. 
Nahalweg, her father and his brother are 
immediately in front, when the way leads 
out on a narrow ledge that overlooked a 
mighty precipice. The jagged rocks far be­
low are black amid the swirling white mist 
as Halreg looks down. 
...Then softly he speaks: "Auralla, my 
mate, art thou ready to take this last long 
journey as thou promised?" 
"Halreg, I come," is her reply, and 
placing his arm around her he leapt far out 
from the ledge. 
The rising sun gleamed on the bronze of 
their bodies as they fell locked in each other\ 
arms to the deep valley of death ... 
"Wake up!" said Maurier, "if you want 
to come home!" 
A. MURRAY-SMITH. 
LONG AGO 
Long ago 
We would laugh at this tune , 
You and I. 
D'you remember the melody of it? 
Long ago 
"l"was a gay rigadoon ­
But you sigh! 
Strange that Time makes a threnody of it. 
Long ago 
We would dream in this dell , 
You and I. 
D'you remember the prettiness of it? 
Long ago 
'Twas where fairies did dwell ­
But you cry! 
Strange that Time should make bitterness of it. 
D.C.T.S. 
July, 1931 GALMAHRA Page Forty-one 
Letter to 
To the Editor of "Galmahra." 
Jst May. 
Sir, 
May I offer through your columns a few 
reflections on the proceedings at the Town 
Hall last Friday afternoon? 
The first thing that struck me was the 
total absence of honorary degrees to be con­
ferred. Surely in Queensland or Australia 
at least one person of distinction might be 
found each year whom the University might 
well delight to honour. A most obviously 
suitable recipient would have been the 
Chancellor himself. In English Universities 
the D.C.L. is the usual degree to be given 
in this way, and at times this is undoubtedly 
rough on Civil Law. At one time my own 
University us.ed to confer the degree of D.D. 
on many eminent ecclesiastics, but even­
tually getting tired or doubtful of their 
theological knowledge, gave them the de­
gree of D.C.L. instead! The difficulty could 
be overcome by relieving Civil Law of the 
burden and dividing it among the faculties. 
Science might well take the responsibility 
of di stinguished soldiers, Law of the poli­
ticians, if any, and, with the same proviso, 
as we have no degrees in Divinity, Letters 
might take the ecclesiastics. 
The second was the shocking variety of 
academic dress worn by Senators, Profes­
sors, Lecturers, and Heads of Houses. In 
England it is not permissible to wear the 
robes of any other institution at a Uni­
versity function. This makes it necessary 
for all members of other Universities con­
cerned to take degrees ad eundem. If this 
were enforced in Queensland it would have 
two sa lutary effects; the University Chest, 
which apparently needs it, would be enriched 
with fe.es and such a di stressing clash of 
colour as was to be seen on Friday would 
be avoided. With regard to members of the 
staff who have no academic qualifications, 
these could either be superseded by 
graduate of the University or, in really 
necessitous cases, an honorary degree might 
be granted. 
The third point is a small one, but atten­
tion to it would increase the dignity of the 
the Editor 
proceedings. If the seats of the mighty had 
been further back on the platform the new 
graduates could have passed th.e Chancellor 
with greater ease and it would have 
eliminated the turnstile touch. 
I am, Sir, 
Yours, etc., 
B. St. A. 
P.S. Can nothing be done to increase the 
difference between the hood of a Master of 
Arts and that of a Bachelor of Engineering? 
(To the Editor.) 
Sir, 
Proselytising when carried to excess is 
doubtless vicious, but this is a weakness 
it shares with many other admirable traits. 
For the desire to annex disciples is, if not 
the last infirmity of noble minds, at least 
the early enthusiasm of youthful ones. 
Here it is, I perceive, that you hav.e 
excelled. Among the multifarious demands 
that are made on the Editorial attention. 
you have yet found time to spread over a 
willing follower a benignant aura of literary 
influence. I refer, of course, to your devoted 
contributor of the May "Galmahra," who 
signs herself T.E.D. Her budding sprout of 
talent you have judiciously pruned and 
bent in a direction which is most in cori­
formity with your own leanings. One can 
but admire your success in literary horti­
culture. May the acolyte assist at the 
Editorial altar with the same zeal as the 
high priest himself. 
But there are, if l may as a marvelling 
onlooker suggest, two perils to which your 
course exposes you. One is the charge of un­
duly influencing-even, a stringent critic 
may say, of distorting-a rare talent. The 
willowy elm twig cannot without grave in­
jury be converted into a young oak. The 
youthful authoress has doubtless her own 
viewpoint, her own style. Up to a certain 
stage in her development you can with 
safety, with benevolent consequence, mould 
her. But then you should, in abnegation of 
any impulse of vanity, stand aside and 
watch the fruit of your former labours. 
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The s.econd d:rnger is one I might hesitate 
to mention, were it not for the fact that I 
have seen this same danger overwhelm 
others, unwitting of their peril. The tendency 
to imitate can be carried too far. You may 
find yourself al I exposed to the risks of an 
unconscious parody, the more insidious in 
that it derives from grateful admiration. 
Having so assidiously trained your protegee 
to your own tastes, you may discover there 
results an alter ego, a literary familiar for­
ever at your shoulder, a new and menacing 
Frankenstein. We would then have the 
modern and risible equivalent of Wilde's 
bon mat : Meredith is a prose Browning ; 
so is. Browning. 
The Spartan boy, nourishing a fox in hi5 
bosom, was gnawed to the very vitals. It 
:~my earnest prayer that your own Editorial 
chest remain unscarred. 
am, etc., 
Q.E.D. 
(A reply to tbe above.) 
My Dear.est Editor: 
Thank you so much for letting me see 
Q.E.D's. horrible letter in confidence. Of 
course, it is quite untrue. Everyone I showed 
it to was most sympathetic. My work is 
quite original, as you know, no one helps 
me at all, and I think it just beastly of 
people to imagine things like Q.E.D. Any­
how, whose business is it anyway if you 
go over my articles with me and show me 
how to improve them? You've often told me 
how your best friend as an editor was your 
bi ue pencil, and l s.ee it is quite tn..e. I 
hope this will make Q.E.D. apologise for 
what he says. None of my articles have any 
resemblance to yours, they haven't your 
style or anything. Next time I hope people 
will make sur.e of their facts before writing 
such insinuations. Anyhow, I'm not writing 
anything for this issue, Q.E.D., so there! 
Yours affectionate! y, 
T.E.D. 
l\ly Dear Editor: 
You have read lately of the metamor­
phosis suffered by an adolescent female: 
she was translated into a male. A fearfuller 
fate, the more fearful in that it is the more 
opposite, is coming upon me. I am a male, 
despite anthing to the contrary you may 
hear from my friends , and I fear I am 
becoming feminine. 
Where once I used a razor I find prepara­
tions like Veet more to my liking. My pipes 
give way to cigarettes; soon, I fear, I shall 
be adopting a holder-I saw a lovely one 
the other day down the street in a shop 
window, such a dinky little long slender 
darling with a wee silver band all round it. 
There you are !-that last sentence was 
beyond my control, a dizzy lapse into the 
feminine. These alternations are becoming 
more frequent. The other day I bought my­
self a pair of plain pink socks, instead ot 
pink with the usual delicate tinges of mauve 
and puce. 
These are but the outskirts. Were I to 
wax anatomical I should astound as well 
as convince you. I begin to see qualities in 
my friends I never saw before; friendships 
are made and broken with the rapidity of 
a modern politician and his policy: I wor­
ship and am revolted , I adore and as quickly 
detest. 
In another spasm I got my hair cut short 
like a girl's. My trousers grow wider with 
e\·ery pair. I am slowly but surely becoming 
knock-kneed. 
Should you require any further proof 
beyond this I shall endeavour to convince 
you if you would care to meet me at eight 
o'clock outside the G.P.O. 
To yourself, as to one versed in these 
matters, I appeal with full confidence. You 
will know what I am to do. 
How I long to meet you. 
I love the way you do your hair. 
In all affection, 
DICKIE. 
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V estibularia 
\Ve have had Rosalie Joyce, the travelling 
secretary of the Christian Union, with us, 
and we feel sure that she will not find her 
time wasted. 
The vestibul.e is infested with a feeling 
of desolation at the loss of Barbara Shield, 
who has gone to Herberton to train younger 
members of her sex. 
The Oregon University debating team has 
been in Brisbane for a w.eek on their " Good­
Will Tour." They were the guests of the 
Engineering Undergraduates' Society at their 
annual ball , and delighted everyone at their 
d.ebate against our University team. The 
visitors were Messrs. R. A. Pfaff, R. T. 
Miller, and D. G. Wilson. 
jack Harrison had cunningly spread a 
semi-opaque veil over his matrimonial in­
tentions, but it has become common know­
ledge that the lady is Esther Loose, who is 
at present visiting her parents in South 
Africa. 
Rusty Bennett has left us for Balliol, 
Oxford. Our best wishes go with him. 
The engagement has been announced of 
Noela Harris to Alan Denmead-congratula­
tions to them both. 
Chris. jorss is sailing the seas-to 
England. 
Lowood has th.e benefit of Henry 
Bandiot's soliciting. \Ve wish him luck. 
Some little time ago King's stirred itself 
and formed a Boat Club of its own. Then, 
by fair means and foul, having raised a 
goodly sum the club had a boat built, a 
heavy four, which was launched one Satur­
day afternoon with much pomp and cere­
mony. We believe that the bright lads who 
did the hard work in connection with the 
whol.e affair were Flying-Officer Grant and 
Bill W:itt (Forestry 11). The Master, too, 
rallied round right royally. 
jack Mulholland is back in Queensland, 
lecturing at the University that first taught 
him the hidden secrets of dy/ dx and all the 
r.est of the weird things they teach the 
Greasers. 
I vor Paull is in his final year in Medicine 
at Melbourne University. 
Arthur Bradford 1s a barrister m 
Townsville. 
Cec. Ellis is back at Kings. 
Nev. Raymond married Miss Luck and 
went to England some little time ago. He's 
on the Yorkshire " Evening Press." 
During the influenza outbreak the City 
Council passed a measure that in future 
members of church congregations should 
occupy the space formerly occupied by two. 
This was later altered to read that every 
alternate seat should be unoccupied-thus 
making things more possible for the thin 
worshipper. 
From an Early "Galmahra." 
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University Societies 
THE UNION. 
This year's Commem. celebrations were 
as popular and enjoyable as ever. The pro­
cession drew a large crowd and was very 
much appreciated. Occasional disparaging 
remarks overheard in the crowd-" so this 
is education "-we pass over lightly. 
The afternoon ceremony was bright and 
the singing a slight improvement on previous 
yea rs. 1t is evident that Commem. practices 
have not been taken seriously enough, 
especially by the men. Next year it is 
proposed to hold the ceremony somewhat 
earlier, and this will necessitate a greater 
effort if the songs are to be learnt well. 
The Evening Students' Dance, held on 
June 27th, was made the occasion for fare­
welling the Rhodes Scholar, Mr. R. 0 . 
Bennett. 
On behalf of the Union, Mr. Vidgen made 
a presentation of a leather suit case and 
expressed the good wishes of the gathering. 
At long last the Union has a "new" piano. 
True, it is a second-hand one, but it is a 
vast improvement on the old. Crockery 
reforms have also been carried out. 
A suggestion is at present in the air for 
for the holding of a carnival at Commem. 
time next year with a view to raising funds 
for St. Lucia. Scientific and Engineering 
displays, a procession, and one-act plays are 
among the proposals. 
EVANGELICAL UNION. 
This term has registered a very pleasing 
se ries of public meetings, study circles-, and 
prayer gatherings. In our Bible study 
groups, by the aid of the topic book, we 
have had most helpful discussions on some 
vital aspects of Christian faith and ex­
perience. At one, Miss Todd, a missionary 
from 1ndia, addressed us. The speakers at 
ou r public meetings have served us well. 
They include Rev. Robert Millar, Rev. 
B. Frederick, Father Bates, Rev. de Burgh 
Griffith, Rev. R. P. Pope, S. D. Fletcher, 
Esq. (solicitor),]. G. Brameld, Esq. (mana­
ger D. H. A. Agencies), and H. Lovelock, 
Esq. (dentist). 
On July 27th Mr. Alex. Brown, of the 
Children's Special Service Mission, Sydney, 
will be addressing us, and we are hoping 
that on August 3rd Rev. Alex. Frazer, the 
celebrated Scottish Evangelist from Aber­
deen, will be the speaker. We strongly 
recommend these two speakers. 
We are happy to record that the Teachers' 
Training College Evangelical Union has 
affiliated as a branch of our movement. 
On June 3rd the Secondary Schools' 
Crusader Union and the University Evange­
lical Union organised a combined picnic, 
which was held on the river bank at 
Chelmer. There was an attendance of over 
fifty, and in every way the outing was an 
outstanding success. The morning was spent 
in recreation, and two telling addresses were 
given in the afternoon by Miss Heather 
Drummond, B.A., of Sydney E.U., and Mr. 
Alex. Brown, C.S.S.M. 
WOMEN'S CLUB. 
The Women's Club held its annual dance 
on Saturady, 9th May, in the Main Hall of 
the University and, despite most unfavour­
able weather, the dance was most successful. 
The guests were received by the Patroness, 
Miss Bage; the President, Miss Evers; and 
the Vice-President, Miss Backhouse. Follow­
ing the custom of former years the club 
chos.e canopies of red streamers for the 
decorations, while several large palms lent 
a pleasing contrast. 
The next social activity of the club w"ill 
take the form of an evening to be held on 
July 24th, to afford the members an oppor­
tunity of meeting women connected with the 
University and those taking a prominent 
part in social work in Brisbane. 
We are all extremely sorry to hear of the 
death of Mrs. Bage, and offer our sincere 
sympathy to Miss Bage. 
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DEBATING SOCIETY. 
The Inter-'Vasity debates are to be held 
this year in Melbourne, during second vaca­
tion. On Thursday, ZOth August, Melbourne 
meets Tasmania. The following day Queens­
land meets Sydney, the subject being "That 
Democracy has proved a failure." Queens­
land has the affirmative. The final debate 
will be held on Monday, 24th August, on 
the subject "That women are getting tired 
of the freedom they have won." This debate 
will be between the winners of the two heats, 
with the winner of the first heat affirming. 
Debates have been carried on with a fair 
amount of success throughout the year, 
though of late the supply of women speakers 
has been poor. On the lOth July they are to 
make amends by staging a debate between 
two teams composed entirely of women. 
The Society sent two teams to the monthly 
meeting of the Blind Air Society to debate 
the question "That the time has come for 
Australians to shake off the tyranny of over­
~eas fashions in dress." In addition, two 
members of the ~ociety took part in the 
Model Assembly of the Leagu.e of Nations, 
convened by the Queensland Debaties 
Societies' Union, with the assistance of the 
League of Nations' Union (Brisbane 
Branch). The two members represented 
Belgium. 
THE ENGINEERING 
UNDERGRADUATES' SOCIETY. 
This term Professor F. W. S. Cumbrae­
Stewart, K.C. , D.C.L. , has given us a lecture 
on "The Law relating to Land Titles," which 
proved very interesting and instructive s!1~ce 
it gave us an idea of the necessary formalities 
involved in land dealings. 
At the present time a series of fine lectures 
on "First Aid" are being given by Mr. H. 
Deans, ex-R.A.N., who has until lately been 
in charge of the Ambulance Corps at B. & H. 
P. , Newscastle, consequently his experience 
should be of great value to engineers. 
WIDER EDUCATION SOCIETY. 
The Wider Education Society has this 
term transferred its lectures to the Geology 
Theatre, which is the best lecture room 
available in the University. Since last issue 
there have been lectures on topics varying 
from "The Five Year Plan" to futuristic 
art. There was again this year a big roll-up 
to Mr. F. W. Paterson's lecture on the plan 
for developing Russian industry in five 
years to an infinitely higher state of effi­
ciency. On the following Tuesday under the 
auspices of the International Relations Club 
an equally large crowd fired questions at the 
speaker for an hour, and he did not fin~lly 
escape till five o'clock. On the follow1_ng 
Thursday, Dr. Melbourne gave an en.tertam­
ing address which might be described as 
jottings on London. 
This term began with a sketch of the 
tendencies of modern art by Dr. Whitehouse, 
which gave us a peep into half a. doz~n 
branches of art, all calculated to inspire 
one's interest further. This was followed 
by a charming address by Dr. Wood, of the 
Trinity College of Music, on the " Old and 
the New "-by which he meant England and 
Australia . Dr. Lawson, in two addresses on 
" The Relation between Mind and Body" 
gave the material for a good deal of thou9ht, 
and we will not quickly forget the witty 
examples with which he impressed his 
points. Mr. Cumming's lecture on "Modern 
Architecture," chi.efly in Europe, was, like 
Dr. Whitehouse's, illustrated by lantern 
slides. To most of us, used to American 
skyscrapers or Gothic churches, the use to 
which new building materials are being put 
in Europe came as a revelation . 
Lectures will be continued this term and 
part of next, in the Geology Theatre, during 
Thursday dinner periods as usual. 
INTERNATIONAL RELATIONS 
CLUB. 
The International Relations Club has 
proved that with continued support it will 
be useful to those who desire to study the 
structure of world affairs. While those who 
do a little reading beforehand will naturally 
benefit most from the discussions, and pull 
their weight in them, those who wish merely 
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to listen will, we believe, pick up a good 
deal of useful information. 
Subjects for this term have been: "Is Dis­
arm:unent lmpos iblt:?" "The German 
Problem," and "Pacific Problems." Jn 
the latter two, two members of the 
club briefly put the. facts before the 
meeting and they were then discussed, and 
this method is the one which will be adopted 
in future. Members who are interested in 
particular parts of the subject under dis­
cussion will add materially to the value of 
the club by reading them up beforehand, 
for it is obvious that the club will be most 
valuable when most people have something 
to contribute to the general fund of informa­
tion. The library now contains some thirty 
volumes on a wide range of subjects, and 
there is a summary, constructed once a 
fortnight, of international events which will 
give any inquirers lucid and brief accounts 
of world affairs better than any they could 
get them anywhere else in Brisbane. 
DRAMATIC SOCIETY. 
Shortly after the publication of first 
term's " Galmahra," the society produced 
two sets of four one-act plays, in the Men's 
Common Room, on the nights of 1 Ith May 
and 18th May. These were produced by 
the following memb.ers of the society: 
Misses D. Francis, M. Gipps, E. Hanger, 
E. Birkbeck, Dr. F. W. Whitehouse, and 
Messrs. Loftus Hyde, N. C. Tritton and 
S. L. Russell. The plays were quite success­
ful, the audiences being large and responsive 
and the talent good. 
Shortly afterwards a reading was held in 
the Women's Common Room, of Milne's 
" Michel and Mary" when a tentative cast 
was chosen. The cast has now been fixed 
upon, and rehearsals are well under way, 
the play being produced by Professor Stable 
and Mr. Herold I<yng. "Michel and 
Mary" will be produced in Cremorne 
Theatre, on the night of I st August. 
We hope to see more undergraduates (and 
p;raduates) at the ~how than came last year. 
University Sport 
WOMEN'S HOCKEY CLUB. 
The Women's Hockey team goes away 
during second vacation to compete in the 
Inter-'Vasity contests at Melbourne. The 
team has already been chosen and three 
practices each week are attended with en­
thusiasm by the majority of club members. 
The club has been fortunate in securing 
the services of the interstate coach, Mr. 
Bye, so there should be some improvement 
in play. 
So far 'Vasity has not shone very brilli­
antly in Association matches, and there is 
small hope of the A team's repeating its 
success of last year. Nevertheless, Misses 
Spurgin, May-Wilkie, and Atherton, are 
among those selected to represent Brisbane 
in the "Country Week" matches against 
other Queensland towns. 
The expenses of the trip south will be 
considerable but the club dance and bridge 
party, held in first term were successful both 
socia lly and financially. 
WOMEN'S TENNIS CLUB. 
During first vac. the Women's Inter­
'Vasity Tennis matches were played in 
Sydney. Those representing our University 
were Misses G. Griffin (captain) , A. Mackay, 
B. Parker, M. McCullough and T. Nimmo 
(emergency). 
In the first round we drew Sydney and 
although the matches were closer than the 
scores indicate, we were outclassed. There 
was to be a friendly match against Adelaide 
but rain prevented the match being played. 
Fixtures at Milton are still being played 
on Saturdays. During the week practices 
are still being held also, and on the I 5th 
July a mixed tennis tournament will prob­
ably be h.eld. 
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HOCKEY NOTES. 
The Hockey Club has had a relatively 
successful term, though two defeats have 
been experienced. One was most unfortun­
ate, for, owing to a mistake made in the 
time of the match, the team had to take the 
field at under half strength; the other was 
at the hands of Valley-2 nil-after a closely 
fought game. The dance was only moder­
ately successful, but in these bad times what 
can one expect? At all events it proved a 
successful function socially, and the way 
should be paved for a more satisfactory 
effort next year. The team made a trip to 
Warwick by car on the first Saturday in July 
and despite a most trying journey disposed 
of the local talent-5-1-immediately on 
arrival. The journey back was a queer 
mixture of work, good spirits and mud, but 
was safely accomplished in the amazing 
time of 13! hours. 
The team for the Sydney trip which will 
take place in the second week of the coming 
The fact that last issue of the magazine 
contained no prose work from day students,. 
other than those in their final year, is a 
depressing truth: the fact that it is ex­
tremely unlikely that this issue will contain 
a full complement of sporting and social 
activities is another depressing truth. But 
the material of the magazine is that which 
is given to us and it is not for us to complain 
either of it or its source. 
The evening press found justifiable reason 
to believe that the May issue was hurriedly 
edited, but we must not forget that the 
committee's object was to have the maga­
zine published at an early date, e.g., 
Comm em. 
, ·acation, has been considerably weakened, 
since several players have become unavail­
able, and in the short time available for 
practice it looks as if the change will be 
most unfortunate. In closing it would be 
in place to offer our congratulations to the 
Graduates, who have at last shown a glimpse 
of their true worth in winning from Bris­
bane City-I 1-1. 
U.Q.C.C . . 
The Annual Meeting was held on July 
1-tth. The election of officers resulted: 
President, \V. F. Nixon-Smith ; Secretary, 
0.]. Bell. 
Practice will commence at the beginning 
of third term; and, since it was resolved 
that three teams be entered into Q.C.A. com­
petition, the strong support of all those 
interested in cricket is necessary, if those 
teams are to continue throughout the Jong 
vacation. 
In reference to last issue we have received 
two remarkable documents of criticism--on 
review of the verse published and a com­
ment on that examination. 
The review contains a detailed analysis of 
each contribution, some parts of which de­
serve quoting at the risk of losing contri­
butors. "The writer of 'Nocturne' has 
chosen a rather elusive skeleton about which 
to drape his ideas-the feeling of spiritual 
peace is upset by intellectual uneasiness ... 
the search for coherency has so exhausted 
us that we cannot enjoy what we have 
found." 
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" 'Skies' delighted us-it is not easy to 
forget the White Skies!' 
" When across the marble arches 
The mountain squadron marches 
In coats of chilly blue." 
" The sonnet by Junius is of a kind that 
we wish to see more of-mainly that this 
type of thing should maintain its place as 
the mo:;t typical of types . . . Such sonnets 
are delightful and they are the least offensive 
way of repeating and repeating a certain 
sentiment." 
"T.E.D's. sonnet has feet of clay-the 
firs! two lines are extraordinary and the 
rest are not." 
A pertinent comment is, " So that many 
verse writers in "Galmahra" have nothing 
to say-and do it." 
The reply to this review we have not with 
us, but the writer declares that no real poetry 
has ever appeared on " Galmahra's" 
prosaic pag,es. Should this be true of the 
past, we feel that " Epithalamium" in this 
issue has altered the position. If this piece 
is merely "words" it is a monument to the 
beauty of words. The rather mystical "The 
Castle and the Voice" cannot fail to find 
an appreciative if small circle of readers, 
There is always room in " Galmahra " for 
such verse despite its length, How it comes 
about that contributors write better in metre 
than in prose is a mystery which we cannot 
pretend to solve, but it is useless to deny 
that for daintiness the prose does not gain 
a place. Pieces such as " To Joan " and 
" Pierrot's Song" show a finished treatment 
not to be found in the immature writer, but· 
" Song" and the library lyrics display a , 
talent that has up to the present lain 
dormant in a youthful breast. 
"The Noblest Profession "-in last issue 
-was misinterpreted by many, but the 
reply (by a mis-interpreter) leads us to hope 
that many more articles will have the same , 
effect. 
The writer of the tale about Berkeley is 
indeed an apt pupil of Edgar Allan Poe, 
and he never comes so near the master as 
he does in his humour. 
But the purpose of this Ex Cathedra is 
not to review this or past magazines. How-· 
ever, let us utter a pious wish for the future. 
Editors and sub-editors have a very natural 
wish to pass examinations, and it would 
much increase their possibilities if contri­
butors would be busy over the vac. so that 
next " Galmahra" might appear early. 
EXCHANGES. 
The "Galmahra" staff welcomes exchanges 
from Schools and Universities, but no 
exchanges will be sent where none have been 
received. We thank all those who have sent 
us copies of their magazines. 
ED. 

